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EXT. SUBURBAN SHOPPING MALL - DAY ae 


A shiny Volvo station-wagon is parked outside a fancy, gourmet food 
store. A HANDSOME YOUNG MAN is at the back putting bags of groceries 
into the car when... 


BETTY COMES OUT OF THE STORE. She happily hands the young man a tip 
then gets into the car a pulls away. 


EXT. MONTAGE...SUBURBAN STREETS - DAY ae 


Betty is merrily making her way home, passing through the pristine, almost 
Speilbergian upper-middle-class area where she lives. The houses are substantial, 
the streets are clean, the yards are post-card perfect. Nothing wrong with 

nis picture. 


ANGLE ON A LOVELY HOME set back on an expansive lawn. BETTY'S VOLVO pulls 
into the driveway as the garage doors automatically open to welcome her. 


OMIT x% 
INT. BETTY'S KITCHEN - DAY K% 


(t's the 80's projection of a Home and Garden dream. We see evidence of 
PREPARATIONS FOR A DINNER PARTY as... 


CAMERA SURVEYS THE ROOM. But. when it nears the PANTRY DOOR we notice... 


THE DOORKNOB 1s turning..slowly and surreptitlously...as If SOMEONE INSIDE 
WERE TRYING TO GET OUT! The knob turns faster and faster until... 


BETTY ENTERS BREEZILY FROM THE GARAGE carrying two of her grocery bags 
which she sets on the counter and begins to unpack. From one of therm, she 
retrieves several huge bags of chocolate chip cookies. 


CAMERA FOLLOWS as she takes them to THE PANTRY DOOR across the room. But 
JUST AS SHE REACHES FOR THE DOORKNOB... 


THE TELEPHONE STARTS RINGING. 


BETTY 
Always the way. 


REV. 7/18 
2 


Betty turns to the telephone. CAMERA HOVERS ON THE PANTRY DOOR. The doorknob 
doesn't move. 


BETTY 
(into phone) 
Hello? (pause) Oh, hi. | just got 
back from the store. 


- AS She talks, Betty unpacks the rest of the groceries and starts putting them 
away. 


BETTY 
No, | think | have everything -~ on, 
wait, there is something - do you 
have any champagne glasses? | 
thought we'd start out with cham- 
pagne. (pause) Do you have eight? 
(pause) No, that’s alright. You 
bring your six, and Mitch and tH 
drink out of jelly glasses or something. 
(pause) Of course l'm going to a lot of 
trouble. | a/wavs go to a lot of trouble for 
a dinner party. 


AS she moves around the room, she continually passes the pantry. The doorknob 
is still. 


AT THE TELEPHONE... 


BETTY 
OK. See you around eight. Bye. 


She hangs up and turns back to the room. She's put everything away except for 
those bags of cookies. She picks them up and starts towards the pantry door. But 
Just as she reaches for the door... 


She turns suddenly and goes back to the refrigerator. She looks at a list 


magnetized to the door. Holding the cookie package she starts crossing off items 
on a list on the door. 
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BETTY 
I can't believe I got everything in 
one trip. Must be my lucky day. 


She heads for the pantry door again. 
C.U. THE DOORKNOB as Betty's hand reaches in for it. 
THE DOOR FLIES OPEN and.... 


CLOSE UP - BETTY'S HORRIFIED FACE. But the horror gradually 
changes to anger and annoyance. 


BETTY'S POV - INTO THE PANTRY which is not a pantry at all, but 
a kind of cage, with vertical bars. And on the floor just 
inside the cage is A PILE OF MASHED UP CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES 
and torn cookie bags strewn across the floor. 


BETTY 


You told me you loved chocolate chip 
cookies 


Out of the shadows steps TIMMY...a plump, unhappy 9 or 10-year 
old. HE IS TETHERED TO THE WALL by a long, medieval-looking 
chain and lock. 


TIMMY 
I used to. 


BETTY 
Look at this floor. And what 
happened to that book I gave you? 


TIMMY RETRIEVES A BOOK that he's been sitting on and HURLS IT AT 
BETTY. The book slaps the bars and drops to the floor. 


CLOSE UP - THE BOOK -- it has black covers, and bears the 
embossed title: Tales from the Darkside. Volume I. Betty's hands 
reach through the bars to pick it up. 


BETTY 
When I was a little girl, this was 
my favorite book. 


TIMMY 
Explains a lot. 
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Leaving the pantry door open, BETTY puts the book down and goes to a RACK OF 
GLEAMING...AND RAZOR SHARP...KNIVES hanging from a magnetized block under one 
of the cupboards. She takes down a particularly frightening one and goes over a 
butcher block cart where she starts slicing vegetables...enthusiastically. 


IN THE BACKGROUND, Timmy glares at her through the cell bars. 


BETTY 
Which one was your favorite story? 


TIMMY 
What difference does it make? You're 
going to eat me! Help! 


BETTY 
„it's been so long, L almost can't remember 
them... 

TIMMY 


Help! There's a crazy woman here and she's 
going to put me in her oven and eat me! Help! 


ignoring the outburst, BETTY gets up and goes to the oven. TIMMY stops yelling 
instantly. 


TIMMY 
What are you doing? 


BETTY 
Pre-heating to 350. (then, almost 
absent mindedly) You probably liked 
the scary ones best...but the love stories 
were my favorites... 


TIMMY looks very frightened, but he suddenly sees a way to divert Betty. He grabs 
the book off the floor and begins flipping the pages frantically. 


TIMMY 
Yeah, well, there's this one story -- it 
was real scary ~~ but it was a love story too. 
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BETTY 
Which one was that? 


TIMMY 
The one that starts in New York... 


BETTY 
I haven't been there since 


Mitchell's cousin got married in 
1980. 


TIMMY 
That's when this story starts. 


BETTY 
Really? Oh, I just love New York. 
I'd love to hear the story... 


TIMMY 
OK, well.... 


Timmy is rifling through the book looking for the story he 
wants. When he finds it, his voice suddenly becomes very 
dramatic, 


TIMMY 
..,there's a part of New York that's 
real busy during the day, but when 
it's late at night, and hardly 
anyone is around.... 


DISSOLVE TO: 
LOVER'S VOW 


4A. 


nN 


3A. 


3B 
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OMIT pe 
OMIT HE 
EXT. NEW YORK - NIGHT xe 


WIDE SHOT: THE ISLAND OF MANHATTAN. it shimmers like elegant jewelry, 
CAMERA PANS the skyline, then turns down to... 


A DREARY, DESERTED TRIBECA NEIGHBORHOOD: low narrow brick buildings, low 
wider cast-iron buildings, out-rate clothing stores, seedy cafeterias, boarded up 
storefronts, a few parked (or abandoned) cars, big barrels of trash from 
sweatshops. AS CAMERA CONTINUES TO MOVE... 

EXT.NEW YORK - NIGHT aa 

A GARGOYLE IS SWEPT INTO FRAME, a Stone sentinel, both hideous and intriguing, 
perched on the corner of an old building. There are hundreds of these creatures all 
over the city, but hardly anyone even knows...of Cares. Somehow the angle makes 
this one appear as if IT'S LOOKING DOWN ON... 


THE LOFT SKYLIGHT of a building across the street. SOMEONE IS WORKING INSIDE. 
We can see IT'S A YOUNG MAN, probably in his late twenties. 


INT. PRESTON'S LOFT - NIGHT aK 


A long undivided room with windows at either end, exposed brick walls, cast-iron 
columns, A bed somewhere, a couch somewhere, a kitchen in some corner, a door 


to a bathroom. But the space is mostly taken up by SCULPTURE and other works of 
art. 


JAMES PRESTON is pacing around one of his large but minimalist sculptures. He's 
attractive and intense; dishevelled, looking more like a mechanic or carpenter than 


an artist. He's clearly unhappy with the look of his work. Looks like he's ready to 
destroy it when... , 


THE PHONE RINGS. 


PRESTON 
Oh shit. Wyatt. 
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He hurtles to the telephone. When he picks it up... 
JER 
(VO) 
Preston? It's Jer. 
S: INT. CHAMBERS® BAR =- NIGHT = x% 


The place looks very much the way it looked in 1910, but it's pretty seedy now. 
Dim and narrow, with a long mahogany bar with mirrors behind. Small round tables 
with cane-bottom chairs. 


Maybe it does a great business during the day, but you can't imagine why ìt stays 
open at night in this deserted neighborhood. 


Behind the bar, on the phone to PRESTON, is JER, the bartender. 


At one end of the bar is MADDOX, a failed artist holding himself together with 
worn jeans, a tweed jacket, and an expression of artistic superiority. He nurses a 
glass of neat whiskey, occasionally raising it to his lips, but not drinking it at all. 


At one of the small tables sits WYATT, thirties, groomed, over-dressed, not loving 
anything about this place. 


JER 
There's a guy here... 


WYATT looks up sharply. 


4cont BACK ON PRESTON 
PRESTON 
(interrupting) 
Mid-thirties, over-dressed, the anal 
retentive sort, right? 


Scont BACK TO BAR 
JER looks at WYATT. 


JER 
On the money. 
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WYATT 
Tell him I've been waiting half an hour. 


Acont RESUME LOFT 


Oy 


PRESTON 
Tell him I'm on my way. 


WIDE OF LOFT. One of Preston's sculptures is in the FG as Preston hangs up, throws 
on a Jacket, and hurries to the elevator. He flicks off the lights and disappears 
behind the sliding doors of the elevator. Bizarre shadows from the skylight spill 
across the room giving it an otherworldly atmosphere. 


EXT PRESTON'S STREET - NIGHT isis 
CAMERA POV FROM ROOF OF ANOTHER BUILDING. (Hand Held) 


ON THE STREET BELOW, PRESTON emerges from his building. He tugs on the door to 
make sure it locked, then hurries down the street. As he goes... 


CAMERA MOVES ACROSS THE LEDGE OF THE BUILDING following him as he goes 


around the corner and heads toward CHAMBERS BAR. There's something spooky and 
ominous about all this. 


OMIT RR 
OMIT He 
INT CHAMBERS BAR - NIGHT iái 


AS before. No one's come in or left. WYATT checks his watch. 


WYATT 
Another Drambuie on the rocks. 


MADDOX and JER exchange a glance: How pretentious can you get? JER 
surreptitiously pours another glass of whiskey for MADDOX. 


JER 
(whisper) 
This one's on him. 
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The JER pours the Drambuie and takes it round to WYATT. 


JER 
Four fifty. 


WYATT 
It was two fifty half an hour ago. 


JER 
That was Happy Hour. 


As WYATT reaches into his pocket, the front doors open and PRESTON enters. 


PRESTON 
wyatt, I'm sorry. | just -- 


WYATT gets up, obviously ill at ease, and puts his hand out. Preston pushes tne 


hand aside and grabs Wyatt in an awkward embrace. As they sit, Preston calls out 
to Jer. 


PRESTON 
A New Amsterdam. (to Wyatt) So, did you 
bring me a check, or just large amounts of 
cash in small bills? 


WYATT 
(Serious: ignoring the joke) 
Judith says she hasn't moved anything of 
yours in four months. 


MADDOX 
(Confidentially, to JER) 


Judith Amato. Big gallery on West Broadway. 
Bitch of Death. 


"PRESTON 
Nobody buys kinetic arts in months with an 
"r", Everybody knows that. 


WYATT doesn't respond to the joke. PRESTON’s desperation is starting to show. 
JER brings PRESTON his beer. 
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PRESTON (cont) 
Thanks, Jer. 


WYATT 
Judith wants you to get everything out 
tomorrow. Or it gets junked. 


PRESTON 
Listen, you've got to convince her -- 


WYATT 
I'm not going to convince her of anything. 
PRESTON 


Wyatt, you're my agent! ` 


WYATT 
Not exactly. 


MADDOX and JER have been eavesdropping. 
MADDOX 
(To JER) 
Duck. The axe is about to fall. 


WYATT delivers his bad news in a manner that is at once sad, straightforward, and 
inexorable. 


WYATT 
i can't afford to represent you any longer. 


BEHIND THE BAR -- 


JER slices a lime in half, with a loud CHOP of his knife. 


AT THE TABLE -~ 


PRESTON sits back, stunned and staring. WYATT stands. 
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WYATT 
Right now, Preston, your artistic vision is 
just not amarketable commodity. Maybe 
you should try something different. Video's 
going to be big someday. You could be in on 
the ground floor. 


AT THE BAR -- 
MADDOX smiles grimly. 


JER 
(to MADDOX) 
Deja vu? 


MADDOX 
| was supposed to go into manipulated 
Polaroids. 


WYATT slips a twenty-dollar bill under the glass. This triggers PRESTON into a 
desperate speech. 


PRESTON 
WYATT,I'm broke! | can’t live on nothingl 


WYATT 
And | can’t live on ten per cent of nothing. 


WYATT rises to go. 


PRESTON 
You're a monster. 


WYATT 
(Sadly) 
I'm an agent. For an agent, being a monster is 
just credentials. 


WYATT leaves. PRESTON screams after him. 
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pq. 10A 
PRESTON 
Fuck you! 
MADDOX 
(To JER) 
Took the words right out of my mouth. 
DISSOLVE TO: 


10. EXT STREET CORNER -- NIGHT 


Nervously watching the deserted street for a taxi, WYATT is startled when 
MADDOX lurches drunkenly out of the shadows. 


MADDOX 
You just wait, in three years Preston's going 
to be_hot and then you'll be sorry. 


WYATT spots a taxi. He waves and gives it a wolf whistle. 


WYATT 
The only thing around here that’s going to 
be hot in three yers are the real estate values. 


MADDOX 
" (Suddenly morose) 
They'll drive us true artists out. 


WYATT 
Well, Maddox, maybe you “true artists” should 
go into real estate. 


The Taxi arrives, and WYATT jumps in. As the TAXI takes off, MADDOX ** 


turns and looks around the desolate neighborhood. ae 
o... MADDOX eo o oe et o kk 

Real estate? (shakes his head) Nah... kk 

He lurches back toward Chambers Bar. i 


CUT TO: 


11. 


12. 
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INT. CHAMBER'S BAR,LATER - NIGHT n 


C.U. WYATT'S TWENTY DOLLAR BILL under an empty glass on the bar. 


PULL BACK TO REVEAL MADDOX passed out. On a nearby stool, PRESTON 
is staring blankly at a half-finished bottle of beer. 


JER IS CASHING OUT AT THE REGISTER, putting the receipts ina bank 
"night deposit" bag. He reaches into a drawer underneath the registe) 
for A DANGEROUS LOOKING .45. Then... 


JER 
Time to put it to bed, Preston. 


PRESTON 
What about Maddox? 


JER 
I'll let him out in the morning. 


Preston starts to get off his stool, but he's so drunk that when he 
tries to pull on his jacket, he stumbles against a table, knocking 


over the table and a couple of chairs. He ends up face to face 
with Maddox. 


PRESTON 
(staring at Maddox) 
‘Slike lookin' in the mirror. That's 
how I'll probably end up. 


JER 
(taking his arm) 
You're pissed out of your mind.. 
C'mon, I'll walk you home. 
As the two of them head toward the door... 


EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT Ek 
HAND-HELD ROOFTOP POV similar to the ones we've seen before. 

PRESTON teeters out the back door of the bar into a blind alley. 

He moves over to the wall, unzips his pants and begins to take a 
piss. JER backs out of the door of the bar, pulling it shut. 

ANGLE ON JER AND PRESTON....STREET LEVEL. 


JER 
Why didn't you do that inside? 
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PRESTON 
I did. Goes right through. 


Preston rocks drunkenly against the wall. But as Jer locks the 
door to the bar, HE HEARS....OR THINKS HE HEARS SOMETHING "BANG" 
up the alley in the shadows; like something fell...or was 
dropped. He stiffens as HE REACHES FOR HIS .45. 


Preston is so drunk he doesn't pay any attention as Jer moves 
quietly up the alley toward the source of the sound. 


ANGLE ON THE ALLEY (JER'S POV). Dark, forebidding. Shadows play 
ominously across an old dumpster surrounded by garbage cans. IS 
THERE SOMETHING HIDING THERE? 


ANGLE ON JER. He looks frightened and angry at the same time. 
He raises the gun, ready to fire if he's confronted. BUT ALL OF 


A SUDDEN HIS EXPRESSION CHANGES. A look of abject terror sweeps 
across it. 


JER 
Oh my god.... 


He starts to baok away raising his gun. But just as he's about 
to fire, THERE'S A LOUD SWISHING SOUND followed by the SOUND OF 
RIPPING FLESH. 


PRESTON TURNS. 


ON JER....STANDING THERE HOLDING HIS ARM where his hand used to 
be. There's nothing left but a torn, bloody stump. His face is 
pale with shock. 


JER 
Help me ... Help ... 


Suddenly, from out of nowhere, a dark arm slashes across JER's 
throat, tearing it out with a gush of blood. JER's head lolls 
for a moment on his torn shoulder, and then falls to the ground. 


THERE'S SOMETHING BEHIND HIM: a shadow that seems to vanish into 
thin air before Preston (or we) can see what it is. 


PRESTON 
No ... Jesus no... 


He's so horrified he can't move for a moment. But he finally 
regains his presence of mind and turns to race out the alley. 
But before he gets to the street...... 


SSSSSSHHHHHHHHWWWWIITTTTTT! 
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SOMETHING LANDS IN FRONT OF HIM BLOCKING HIS WAY! Preston stares 
at... 


THE MONSTER. Big, dark. Not human. It looks like some kind of 
stone oreature...A HYBRID GARGOYLE/GRYPHON...LIKE THE ONE WE SAW 
A MOMENT AGO ON THE BUILDING ACROSS FROM PRESTON'S LOFT. It's 
vicious looking, and IT STALKS PRESTON with methodical, delib- 
erate steps. He looks to the right and to the left. No way out. 


PRESTON 
Oh....god...oh god..... 


THE MONSTER finally backs him up against the wall. 


PRESTON 
Oh God, please don't kill me, please 
don't kill me. 


The MONSTER's other arm reaches back as if to slash PRESTON’ s 
throat out. PRESTON turns his head aside, and closes his eyes. 


PRESTON 
Oh please, God, no... 


A dark hand caresses his cheek. PRESTON's eyes open. He turns 
his head and looks at the MONSTER. 


MONSTER 
Your life in exohange for one 
thing... 


PRESTON stares. The MONSTER'S voice is neither masculine nor 
feminine. It sounds like something from another dimension. 


MONSTER 
. àa promise. 


PRESTON hesitates from astonishment, then realizes this isn't 
the time to hesitate, 


PRESTON 
You got it. 


MONSTER 
If I let you go, you must promise 
you'll never say you saw me. Never 
say you heard me speak. Never tell 
anyone what I look like, never 
repeat what I have said to you. To 
anyone. Ever. 
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PRESTON 
(reflexively) 
You gotta be kidding. 


The MONSTER PULLS BACK. That talon-like claw of a hand is ready 
to strike. Preston tries to melt into the wall. 


PRESTON 
I PROMISE! No one would believe me 
anyway . 

MONSTER 
Someday you'll meet someone who 
will. 

PRESTON 


I'll never tell anyone. I promise. 
Not what I saw, not what you did. No 
one will ever know what you said to 
me! I promise. I swear it. 


The MONSTER swipes out with its arm, shredding open PRESTON's 
shirt. Blood appears almost instantly. 


MONSTER 
Cross your heart? 


Preston doubles over in pain and before he knows it, the monster 


vanishes....like it simply flew away. A gust of wind ruffles 


Preston's hair. He closes his eyes and cringes in terror, 
Then... 


He looks up. No sign of the monster. He staggers forward a 
step, stops, then looks down at... 


THE REMAINS OF WHAT WAS ONCE JER. 


He quickly zips up his jacket and hurries off into the night. 


OMIT SCENE 13 
OMIT SCENE 14 
OMIT SCENE 15 


OMIT SCENE 16 
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EXT TRIBECA STREET ta 
A WOMAN'S HEELS CLACKING ON THE SIDEWALK --- 
and it's the standard Cand effective) shot. The heels are on shoes belonging fo... 


CAROLA -~ a woman in her mid-twenties, pretty but timid. She wears jeans anda 
loose over-blouse, like a receptionist on a blind date. She's alone on the sidewalk 


- OF... 


EXT A DESERTED TRIBECA STREET - NIGHT 


Carola moves quickly, glancing constantly over her shoulder with an expression of 
dread like she senses someone or something in pursuit. She's not really looking 
where she’s going when... 


PRESTON LEAPS OUT OF THE SHADOWS AND GRABS HER. He drags her back into a 
recessed doorway. She obviously thinks she's face to face with the Manhattan 
Serial Rapist, 


CAROLA 
Please...don't hurt me...Jet me go...please... 


Preston glances out the doorway. 
ANGLE ON THE STREET. Deserted. Ominous. 


CAROLA 
| have forty dollars. You can have it. 
Here's my watch, Please...just don't... 


PRESTON COVERS HER MOUTH WITH HIS HAND. 


PRESTON 
Don't talk! Don't say a word! 


carola. stares at him, heri eyes wide with fear. 


PRESTON 


Look, my name is Preston. I live just 

—— ~ around the corner. I'm not going.to 
rape you. I'm not going to rob you. 
I'm not going to murder you. You gotta 
trust me. 
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She finally nods her head. Preston slowly takes his 
hand away. eee 
PRESTON ees 
Don't you know it's dangerous 
around here at this time of night? 


= CAROLA 
| was just trying to get a taxi. 


PRESTON 
You can call from my place. 


Preston steps into the street. But Carola doesn't move. 


PRESTON 


(urgent) — 


C'mon! 


Against her better judgement, Carola steps out of the doorway and goes off down 
the street with Preston. As they walk hurriedly... 


CAROLA 
| thought someone was following me back 
there. 

PRESTON 


That wasn't me. That must've been... 
Preston breaks off abruptly, afraid of saying anything. 


CAROLA 
_Who? You saw who was... 


PRESTON 
Just come on. 


17A EXT THE STREET...ROOFTOP POV - NIGHT aca! 


Down below, we can see Preston leading Carola towards his building. As CAMERA 
PANS WITH THEM... 


PRESTON 
What are you doing down here anyway? 
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CAROLA 

|..was at this party..there was this 

guy...he started to..so | left..but im new 

around here... sort of know where the Museums 

are in New York but... 
They arrive at Preston's building go inside. 
OMIT x% 
INT PRESTON'S LOFT - NIGHT zx 


Tne elevator doors slide open and Preston leads Carola into the room. PRESTON 
GOES IMMEDIATELY TO THE TELEPHONE and dials a number. 


CAROLA 
What were you doing aut at this hour? 


PRESTON 
Uh...naving an argument. My agent 
dumped me tonight. 


Carola wanders off into the room. 


VOICE ON PHONE 
Police. 


Preston is about to say something. He wants to say something, BUT HE STOPS 
ABRUPTLY. Carola is watching him across the room, He remembers his promise to 
the monster. The voice on the phone keeps repeating “Police” over and over, but he 
quickly hangs up. 


PRESTON 
Uh...the line's busy. Can't get through. 


She looks a little suspicious. Preston realizes it. 


PRESTON 
We'll try again in a minute. By the 
way, what's your name? 
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CAROLA 
Carola. (pause) Maybe | could have a beer 
while we wait? 
Preston smiles genuinely. He seems almost relieved to have company. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
19 OMIT ae 
20 OMIT iad 
21 INT THE LOFT ALITTLE LATER -NIGHT iia 
C.U. ONE OF PRESTON'S SCULPTURES 
PULL BACK TO REVEAL CAROLA sipping a beer, staring intensely at it. 
She's taken off her jacket now, and seems a little more at ease. IN THE 
BACKGROUND... 
PRESTON 
Where are you from anyway? 
CAROLA 
Colorado. Sort of. Then i had...! 
had this boyfriend..in California. 
Northern California...but he didn’t..anyway, 
it didn't work out. 
She's clearly intrigued by his work. 
CAROLA 
You're the first real artist I've ever 
met. 
21A INT THE LOFT - BATHROOM - NIGHT EK 


ANGLE ON PRESTON AT THE MIRROR IN HIS BATHROOM, 


PRESTON 
(smiling ironically) 
Tell that to my agent. 
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HE REMOVES SHIRT TO REVEAL THE STILL-BLOODY WOUND inflicted by the Monster. 
AS he reaches into the medicine cabinet for some alcohol and cotton... 
CAROLA 
(off camera) 


He do that, too? 


Preston turns to REVEAL CAROLA REFLECTED IN THE MIRROR, standing in the 
doorway staring at him. 


PRESTON 
| was attacked...(pause) by an angry bar stool 
and a slippery glass of Scotch. 


He's lying of course, but she comes over and takes the cotton and alcohol from him. 
She starts to swab the wound which makes him wince. 


PRESTON 
You try the taxi again? 


She shakes her head. 


PRESTON 
Maybe you should wait..for daylight. 


CAROLA 
You have another beer? 


She looks up at him. Her eyes are soft and vulnerable. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


OMIT KK 


OMIT KX 
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INT PRESTON'S LOFT...LATER ~ NIGHT = 
C.U. AN ICE COLD CAN OF BEER dangling frorn CAROLA’S HAND. 


CAMERA MOVES UP HER BODY as she leans against the exposed brick wall of 
Preston's loft. She's wearing only jeans as he leans into her and starts kissing and 
licking her neck. He draws back lingeringly and... 


She rolis the can of beer gently across the scabs on nis chest. He starts kissing 
her again, moving down across her neck to her breasts, to belly. Sne arches back 


against him and holds the beer to her breasts, shuddering audibly with contact of 
clammy metal. 


JNT. PRESTON'S LOFT - MORNING ak 
PRESTON is sitting at his workbench sketching furiously in a workbook. kk 
Looks like he hasn't slept much, but his eyes are wide with obsession. kk 


C.U. THE SKETCH BOOK. His drawing is a little vague and abstract, but «x 
soon it's obvious HE'S TRYING TO DRAW THE MONSTER HE SAW LAST NIGHT. 


aK 
He flips the page and begins another when... 


kk 


CAROLA (off camera) kk 
Good morning. kk 


Preston drops the sketch book REVEALING. ... aK 


Carola in the kitchen area getting some juice from the refrigerator. ak 
She's wearing one of his shirts..,and nothing else. kk 
Preston quickly puts the sketch pad away in a file cabinet. (It has kk 
a lock on it.) Then,he comes over to Carola and puts his arms around ak 


her. They kiss tenderly. kk 


(con't. next page) 
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25 CONTINUED 


CAROLA 
Last night was very important to me. 


PRESTON 
Qoaoking away; to himself) 
It was a nightmare. 


Carala’s face drops. She can’t believe what he just said. She 
rushes to the bed, grabs her jeans and starts pulling them on. 
When Preston finally realizes what’s going on... 


PRESTON 
No..no..I didn’t mean that. Not you. 
Everything else was a nightmare. The 


worst nightmare I ever had. That is, 
until I ran into you. That part was 
good. It was very good. I needed it. 


She looks up at him, wanting to believe him. 


PRESTON 
(sitting with her) 
I need more of it. 


She realizes he’s telling the truth and allows him to fold her 
into his arms. 


CAROLA 
I do, too. (Beat) Right now. 


She begins to kiss him pasionately and he responds. Looks like 
they might start making love again, but Preston pulls away. 


PRESTON 
Look, I have to go out for a little 
while. Wait for me? 


Carola looks disappointed, but he kisses her gently then slips 
off the bed and grabs his jacket. She stares at him with hungry 
eyes as he pauses by the door to look back at her. 


“Then, he goes out. 


ak 
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26.EXT: CHAMBERS STREET -- DAY 
PRESTON on the sidewalk, staring across the street at... 


The entrance to the alleyway, where two POLICEMEN are dragging 
out a body bag. 


A DETECTIVE is questioning MADDOX. We can’t hear them so far 
away. Illustrating some point of his story, MADDOX points across 


the street. PRESTON ducks behind a van and scuttles away without 
being seen by either the DETECTIVE or MADDOX. 


27 INT: LOFT ~~ DAY 


Empty and quiet, except for one of the sculptures, which is some 
sort of sedate motion. Then it stops. 


Noise of the elevator’s arrival. The door opens and PRESTON 
comes in. He looks around. 


PRESTON 
Carola? Carola? 


He goes to the bathroom, peers in, and then comes out again. 


PRESTON 
Yeah. I would have left too. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
ogINT: LOFT -~ DAY 


PRESTON working without much diligence on some piece of his art. 
He’s nervous, his fingers are trembling. He breaks something. 


PRESTON 
Shit. 


He pushes the work away. He lifts a blotter on his table, and 
slides out a sheet of drawing paper. 


CU: A NIGHTMARISH RENDERING OF THE MONSTER. 
PRESTON shoves that drawing back and obsessively begins another. 


PRESTON 
(Tightly) Okay. Now let’s get 
a profile... 
The BUZZER BUZZES. He throws down the pencil, and goes to the 
intercom. ; 


S PRESTON 
Yes? ; 
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CAROLA (o0.s.) 
It’s Carola. 


PRESTON is so surprised he doesn’t say anything. 


CAROLA (0.s.) 
Well, can I come up? 


PRESTON 
Sure. 


He buzzes her in, then starts over towards the elevator. Then he 
stops suddenly, rushes back to the worktable, and hides the 
drawing beneath the blotter again. 


The elevator door opens, revealing CAROLA with a duffel bag. 


CAROLA 
Don't worry. It's not what 
you’re thinking. But the 
friend I was staying with... 
Her old boyfriend showed up and -- 


PRESTON stops her long-winded explanation with a kiss. 


; PRESTON 
I didn’t ask you any questions. 


CAROLA shrugs shyly. 


CAROLA 
Listen, I called this woman ~- 
she’s a friend of a friend sort 
of -- and she’s got this gallery 
on Houston Street -- 


She pronounces it like the Texas City. He corrects her. 


PRESTON 
Houston. 


CAROLA 
And I told her about your stuff and 
how great it was, and if you don’t 
mind she’d like to come over and 
see it. 


PRESTON 
You remember her name? 


CAROLA 
Her first name’s Victorine, that’s 
all I know. 


PRESTON 
(Awed) Jesus, Victorine Roget. 
A friend of a friend, hunh? 
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CAROLA 
You don't mind that | just went on ahead 
and did something like that? 


He puts nis arms around ner. 
PRESTON 
Are you kidding? Victorine Roget 
owns the hottest gallery downtown. Of 
course | don't mind. 


He wraps her in his arms again. She responds eagerly. 


PRESTON 

It's what I've always wanted. 
CAROLA 

What? 
PRESTON 


Somebody to take care of me... 


Their embrace becomes more and more passionate as they drift 
towards the bed on the other side of the room. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT EST A SMALL CHIC GALLERY...SOMETIME LATER - NIGHT ki 
A reception is going on inside. 
INT THE GALLERY- NIGHT) 0> con “x 


A gathering of the hip and nearly-so. PRESTON'S ART IS ON DISPLAY AROUND THE 
ROOM as... 


CAMERA MOVES THROUGH THE CROWD TOWARD HIM. He's standing by nimself 
enjoying the obvious interest and admiration of the patrons here. HE TURNS TO 
S 
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CAROLA ACROSS THE ROOM TALKING TO A VERY FASHIONABLE WOMAN. Their 
conversation is quite animated. Carola gives the wornan an affectionate embrace 
and kiss. Then SHE MAKES HER WAY THROUGH THE CROWD TO PRESTON. 


CAROLA 
Well, how does it feel to be a wealthy 
man? 

PRESTON 
What? 

CAROLA 


Victorine just told me you've made 
twenty-three thousand four hundred dollars... 
less her commission, of course. 


Preston looks like he might explode with happiness when ALL OF A SUDDEN HIS 
EXPRESSION CHANGES. 


ACROSS THE ROOM, MADDOX MAKING HIS WAY TOWARD THEM. He's clearly drunk. 


CAROLA 
What's wrong? 

MADDOX 

(calling out) 

Preston 

PRESTON 
Shit. 

MADDOX 


(getting to them) 
Haven't seen you around, pal. Not 
since the night Jer died anyway. 


Sensing the tension, Carola steps between them and takes Maddox's hand 
graciously. 


CAROLA 
i'm Carola. Who's Jer? 


Preston stiffens visibly. 
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PRESTON 
Used to be the bartender at Chambers Bar. 


MADDOX 
Died in the alley out back. But better 
him than me. (pause) Or you..right? 


This is making Preston very uneasy. He tugs on Carola’s arm. 


PRESTON 
C'mon, it's time to go. 


; _ MADDOX . 
(leaning into hirn) 
You know something don't you. 


PRESTON 
Oh, sober up, Maddox, before someone puts 
a match to your breath. 


CAROLA 
Preston... 
PRESTON 
(to Maddox) 


| told the cops everything | knew. Which 
was exactly nothing. 


He takes Carola by the arm and leads her to the door as MADDOX WATCHES THEM GO. 
29. EXT THE STREET NEAR CHAMBERS BAR - NIGHT X% 


Preston and Carola are walking along arm and arm, but it's obvious he's still upset 
about seeing Maddox. 


PRESTON 
He's just pissed off because Jer was 
the only bartender in town who'd give 
him credit. 


CAROLA 
it really does upset you, doesn't it? 
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PRESTON 
No, of course not. (pause) What? 
What upsets me? 


CAROLA 
Being fabulously wealthy. 


This breaks the tension for a moment. He leans over to kiss her. 


PRESTON 
No, | like that just fine. 


But as they walk on, THEY PASS CHAMBERS BAR ACROSS THE STREET. Preston can't 
help slowing down, THE PLACE 1S BOARDED UP. 


CAROLA 
When did your friend Jer die? 
PRESTON 
Carola... 
CAROLA 


Must've been before | met you. 
Preston starts to remember again. His eyes go all distant. 


PRESTON 
No. It happened the very same nignt... 


CAROLA 
The same night what? 


Preston stares at her. HE WANTS TO TELL HER, but he remembers his vow. So... 
PRESTON 
The same night | met you. The night my 
life turned around. 


He kisses her gently and leads her away as CAMERA HOVERS ON THE LIFELESS 
CARCASS OF CHAMBERS BAR. 
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INT PRESTON'S LOFT...LATER - NIGHT x 

As CAMERA MOVES THROUGH THE ROOM, we realize there are fewer sculptures here 
now. Newer furniture. THE PLACE LOOKS MORE LIKE A HOME THAN A WORKSHOP. 
CAMERA FINALLY FINDS... 


PRESTON is standing by a window staring out over the city. But as he's standing 
there... 


" He absent-mindedly reaches into nis pocket and DISCOVERS A FOLDED SHEET OF 


PAPER. Unfolding it, ne sees something that alarms him...A QUICK GLIMPSE OF 
ANOTHER DRAWING HE'S MADE OF THE MONSTER. He quickly goes to his filing 
Cabinet, unlocks it and pulls open A FILE. IT'S FILLED WITH DRAWINGS...everyone of 
them of the Monster. There must be a hundred of them. 


He sticks the folded sheet of paper inside with the rest, then barely manages to 
slam the drawer shut before... 


CAROLA'S ARMS WRAP AROUND HIS WAIST in a sensual embrace. He turns to face 
her. 


CAROLA 
So you're not sorry you met me? 


PRESTON 
Hey, you take care of me. And maybe, just 
a little, I take care of you. 


CAROLA 
Yes, you do. But are you also going to 
want to take care of my child? 


PRESTON 
Your...child? 


CAROLA nods. PRESTON backs away from her and puts his hand on her belly. 


PRESTON 
Who's the father? Anybody | know? 


nt M 
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CAROLA 
You idiot. ~ T 


PRESTON 
So, this little bastard -- are you and 
| going to make him legitimate? (beat) 
Or to put it another way, will you marry 
me? 


Instead of answering, she simply backs away from him into the middle of the room. 
All she’s wearing is a very sheer nightgown which allows Preston to see just 
about every inch of her achingly beautiful body through its sneer. HER EYES SIGNAL 
HIM TO FOLLOW which he does eargerly, and they tumble on to a futon type couch in 
the center of the loft and abandon themselves in each others arms. 


CAMERA BEGINS TO CIRCLE THEM, going around and around, getting faster and 
faster as their passion increases until finally... 


THE ROOM BEGINS TO FADE AWAY. Everything. The furniture. The works of art. 
EVEN CAROLA AND PRESTON. And as they fade... 
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INT THE LOFT (TEN YEARS LATER) - EVENING x% 

THE SAME ROOM FADES IN ...except it's COMPLETELY REMODELED. All the old 
furniture is gone. The place is a home, and no workshop at all. There are even 
rooms...after a fashion. 


CAMERA SLOWS DOWN AND COMES TO A STOP, finally settling on a DOOR TO WHAT 
MUST BE THE MASTER BEDROOM where... 


CAROLA APPEARS wearing an elegant but very sexy slip. 
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She’s aged beautifully, and now she seems a 
confident, happy woman. You don’t hear her saying "sort of" any 
more either. Noticing a loose string on one of her cuffs, she 
looks for scissors but finds none. She gets up and goes into... 


33A INT THE LOFT - PRESTON'S OFFICE - EVENING 


where she qos a pair of scissors from a pencil holder atop the 
locked filing cabinet. She snips the thread, puts back the 
scissors, and is about to leave when she notices... 


THE CORNER OF A DRAWING -- 


sticking out of one of the file drawer. She peers at the 
drawing, and eviaentiy finds something disturbing in it. She 
tries to open the cabinet drawer, but it’s locked. Then she . 
starts carefully to pull the drawing errou the edge of the file 
drawer. She gets it halfway out but then it rips in half. She 
studies the half she managed to get out of the file cabinet. 


CU: THE RIPPED DRAWING 


It’s of JER’s murder, torn so that it shows only JER’s corpse and 
the MONSTER’s arm. 0.S. SOUND.of ELEVATOR DOOR OPENING. 


CAROLA turns startled. She crushes the torn drawing and tosses 
it away. 


CAROLA 
Preston? Is that you? 


O.S. the SOUND of CHILDREN’S PATTERING FEET. Suddenly, a diminu- 
tive version of the STATUE OF LIBERTY swings into the room, green 
skin, upraised torch and all. This is MARGARET, CAROLA and 
PRESTON’s nine-year-old daughter. 


CAROLA 
Mom, look what Wyatt bought 
for me! 


CAROLA laughs and stands up. Into the room comes WYATT (still 
trendy and over-dressed, but mellower) and JOHN, PRESTON and 
CAROLA’s eight-year-old son. JOHN is dressed as Uncle Sam -~ 
striped trousers, goatee, and all. 


KKK 
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JOHN 
They took our picture about 
a million times. 


WYATT 
(Looking at CAROLA’s dress) 
Is there some party tonight 
I haven’t been invited to? 


CAROLA 
There certainly is. It’s the 
tenth anniversary of the night 
Preston and I met. 


MARGARET 
When you thought he was gonna 
push you up against the wall 
and rape you? 


CAROLA 
That’s right, darling. And it 
was also the night that Wyatt 
here gave your father the shaft. 


WYATT 
Yes. And then I only had to murder 
three other agents before your mother 
would let me represent him again. 


PRESTON makes an appearance behind WYATT, having crept up 
unheard. These years of success have been kind to hin. 


PRESTON 
And you’re still on probation, 
you mercenary bastard. 


WYATT 
You find another agent who/’ll 
babysit the Spawn of Hell on 
a Saturday night. 


From the way he laughs, however, it’s clear that WYATT is very 
fond of MARGARET and JOHN. 
INT: LOFT -~ A LITTLE LATER 


PRESTON waits by the elevator door. JOHN (out of costume) ap- 
proaches with a magazine, Art in America maybe, or even Us. 


JOHN 
There’s a picture of you in here. 
Can I cut it out? 


PRESTON 
You bet. 
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JOHN 
Mom’s gonna buy me another 
scrapbook tomorrow. 


CAROLA comes out of the bedroom, ready to go out. 


CAROLA 
Where’s Wyatt, guys? 


MARGARET (out of costume) comes from the kitchen area. 


MARGARET 
He’s in the bathroom, 


The bathroom door is flung open, with the sound of FLUSHING O.S., 
and WYATT comes out. 


WYATT 
That child lies constantly. 
Why don’t you beat her? 


CAROLA and PRESTON kiss their children, then enter the elevator. 


JOHN 
Say cheese! 


MARGARET suddenly produces a Polaroid camera and takes a flash 
picture of her mother and father. The elevator door closes. 
WYATT takes the print as it spits out of the camera. 


CU: The image comes in on the photograph. 


WYATT (0.8.) 
It makes me ill to see anyone 


so happy. 
BACK TO SCENE -- 


The elevator door opens again. CAROLA steps back into the loft 
and snatches the picture out of his grasp. 

l : CAROLA 

(Laughing) Don’t bother about a 


gift, Wyatt. You couldn’t have 
said anything to please me more. 


The doors close again, on CAROLA and PRESTON looking at the 
photograph together and laughing. WYATT does a "monster" growl 
at the elevator doors. MARGARET and JOHN laugh. 


WYATT 
Don’t get me wrong. I worship 
your mother. She got your father 
back on the right track. 


MARGARET 
She also took you back 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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35. INT: CHILDREN'S ROOM -~ NIGHT 


MARGARET and JOHN asleep in bed. 


36, INT: LOFT LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


WYATT asleep on the couch, very much at home. Television plays a 
violent cable movie on mute. 


A clock reads 2:13. 


37. EXT: ‘PRESTON'S NEIGHBORHOOD --NIGHT 


PRESTON and CAROLA are walking arm in arm, on their way home. 
They're relaxed....unhurried. 


“The NEIGHBORHOOD SEEMS CLEANED UP. Gentrification has set in 
with a bengeance. 


ACROSS THE STREET THEY NOTICE CHAMBERS BAR except... 
IT'S GOT A NEW NAME NOW....MADDOX'S. 


As they walk on, Preston has an ironic smile on his face, and 
for a moment he drifts off to another time. 


PRESTON 
Ten years. So many things 
have changed. 


CAROLA 
Changed for the better, I hope. 
PRESTON 
The night I met you....I...almost 
died. 
CAROLA 


What do you mean? 


He wants to elaborate but holds back. 
i PRESTON 
Let's just say it was the night 
I was reborn. 


He puts his arm around her and they continue walking down 
the street. 


DISSOLVE TO: 


“ 
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INT: KIDS’ ROOM 
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~~ NIGHT 


MARGARET and JOHN asleep. PRESTON looks at them from the door. 
CAROLA sneaks up behind him, puts her arms around his waist. 


CAROLA 
Margaret has your talent. John 
has your eyes... 


For a moment, PRESTON looks worried. CAROLA smiles. 


She kisses hin. 


CAROLA 
John has your talent too. 


PRESTON 
And they both have your... 


CAROLA 
My what? 


PRESTON 
Your capacity for love. 


CAROLA 
Come say goodbye to Wyatt. 


PRESTON 
In a minute. 


CAROLA goes. PRESTON lingers, looking at his children. 


INT: LOFT -- NIGHT 
WYATT in the elevator. CAROLA holds the door, saying goodnight. 


PRESTON appears 


WYATT 

So. Happy anniversary. 
CAROLA 

And many happy returns of the day? 
WYATT 


Don’t put words in my mouth. (Beat) 
No. I don’t mean that. You saved 
Preston -- from people like me... 


suddenly, behind CAROLA. 


PRESTON 
=- and saved me from myself. 
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CAROLA grins. 


Smiling, WYATT shakes his head. 


WYATT 


Time to go. This kind of sincerity 


is bad for my self-image. (Beat) 
I think I really do love you both. 
(Beat) God, did I say that? 


40. EXT: PRESTON’S STREET ~- NIGHT 


WYATT comes out the front door, and goes towards the corner. 


stops, as if he’d just heard a noise. He listens. 
He stops again, listens. 


On the street beyond, a taxi passes. 


WYATT, furious that he missed it, runs towards the corner. 


WYATT 
TAXI! 


41. INT: MASTER BEDROOM ~-~- NIGHT 


CAROLA sits at her vanity, removing jewelry and makeup. 


7 is starting to undress as well. 


PRESTON 
Let’s move to the suburbs. 


CAROLA looks at him with astonishment. 


He abruptly walks out of the bedroom, half undressed. 


PRESTON 
Buy a big house. A yard. For 
the kids. 


CAROLA 
They’d hate the suburbs as much 
as you would. 


PRESTON 
Then for you. 


CAROLA 
(Seriously) There is nothing you 
can give me I don’t already have. 


PRESTON 
There is though. 


The elevator door shuts. 


He 


He goes on. 


PRESTON 
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EXT: 


STREET CORNER -- NIGHT 


WYATT anxiously peers down the deserted street for another taxi. 
Nothing in sight. 


INT: 


WYATT 
Come on. Come on. Let a taxi 
pass by the time I count to 
twenty-five. No, fifty. One. 
Two. Three... 


MASTER BEDROOM -- NIGHT 


CAROLA sits on the edge of the bed, about to cry -- maybe she 
knows what’s coming. PRESTON appears in the doorway, holding a 
large sheaf of drawings. 


PRESTON 
No one has ever seen these. 


He places the drawings of the MONSTER on the bed beside CAROLA. 
She glances through them briefly, grimacing. 


PRESTON 
That’s what killed Jer. 


CAROLA pushes the drawing away. 


PRESTON (cont) 
Then it turned on me. I knew 
I was going to die. But it spoke. 
It spoke. And it said it 
wouLin’= kill me, if I promised 
not to tell anybody what had 
happened. So I never told anybody. 


CAROLA 
So why are you telling me? 


PRESTON sags with relief from a burden of many years. 


PRESTON 
Because you’re the most important 
thing in my life. Because I love you. 
Because you’ve brought ten years 
of happiness, of success, ten years 
of a perfect life. You deserve 
everything I can give you, and the 
only thing I’ve never given you is 
the truth about what happened the 
night I met you. 


CAROLA starts to cry. She starts ripping up the drawings. 


PRESTON (cont) 
What’s wrong? I’m not making this 
up ~~ I’m telling you the truth! 
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CAROLA leaps up from the bed. 


CAROLA 
You promised you'd never tell! 


PRESTON starts toward her -- but something he sees makes him stop. He stares. 


INT KIDS’ ROOM -- NIGHT ae 


JOHN and MARGARET asleep in bed. Suddenly PRESTON's anguished cry sounds from 
the next room. 


PRESTON (0.5.) 
Oh my God in Heaven...) On my sweet 
God...! 


JOHN wakens, frightened. He reaches over to MARGARET, but she’s already awake. 
She looks frightened too. 


INT MASTER BEDROOM -- NIGHT X% 


CAROLA is in the midst of a transformation -- into the MONSTER. Whatever 
clothing she has on is ripped to shreds on her. 


CAROLA 
You broke your promise! You idiot! 
| loved you! 


She CRIES OUT IN AGONY -- an agony both physical (as the transformation 
continues) and emotional (as she despairs over PRESTON’s betrayal). 


PRESTON 
On no...Carola, | loved you too. | still 
do. Please. Change back. I'H do anything. 
Anything! | promise! 


CAROLA 
(Anguished) | can’t. You didn’t keep your 
promise... 


From the children’s room, the O.S. noise of overturning furniture, muffled weeping, 
and small-anguished cries. 
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PRESTON 
What's going on in there 7Ili 


CAROLA ~~ almost all MONSTER now -- blocks nim from the door. 


CAROLA 
When you broke your vow, | wasn't 
the only one you hurt. 


PRESTON 
| was the one who didn't keep my 
promise! They're innocent! You can't 
punish them for something | did! 


CAROLA 
| would never hurt my babies. 


CAROLA steps aside, revealing JOHN and MARGARET, transformed into 
child-sized versions of their Monster Mother. 


MARGARET 
We're happy here. He's So good to us. 


CAROLA/Monster 
Yes, he is. | knew he would be. That's 
why | chose him to be your father. 


PRESTON 
© You.zchose' me...? 


PRESTON backs away from them, horrified. CAROLA approaches him, wings 
extended. 


CAROLA/MONSTER 
There never was anyone else. 


She grabs him and wraps him in her wings. He tries to sturggle away, 
but she holds him tight, nuzzling his cheek and neck. 


PRESTON 
Please don't kill me! | love you so much. 


EXT ROOFTOP - NIGHT x% 
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MONSTER 
And | love you, too. But a bargain is a 
bargain. 


She clamps down over Preston's neck. HE SCREAMS. Margaret and Jonn 
are splashed with their father's blood as HIS THROAT IS TORN OUT. They 
CRY OUT in anguish...a kind of SHRILL HOWLING. 


CAROLA/MONSTER GENTLY LAYS PRESTON DOWN. His eyes are still open, glassy 
with terror and even a trace of melancholy. 


CAROLA/MONSTER REARS BACK AND SCREAMS OUT IN AGONY, and suddenly... 


SHE RISES INTO THE AIR, heading for the skylight. 


SMAAAASSSSHHHHHHH. 


THE MONSTERS CRASH THROUGH THE SKYLIGHT with a hideous shriek and FLY 
PAST CAMERA INTO THE NIGHT AS Preston's body lies on the ground below. 


EXT. STREET CORNER - NIGHT baat 

WYATT is still waiting for a taxi when HE HEARS THE ECHO OF THE CRASH 
followed by a horrible unearthly wail. He shivers involuntarily then STARTS TO 
RUN but... 

A TAXI APPEARS JUST IN TIME. Wyatt jumps in and the driver pulls away. 
CAMERA FOLLOWS TAXI, THEN PANS OFF TOWARD... 


A NEARBY BUILDING. CAMERA CRANES UP THE SIDE OF THE BUILDING...higher 
and higher until... 


REVEAL THE GARGOYLE/MONSTER...back in its perch...where we saw 
it at the beginning of the story. AND IT IS FLANKED NOW BY TWO SMALLER, 
EQUALLY FRIGHTENING ADDITIONS; a family tableau, mother, daughter and son. 


CAMERA MOVES IN ECU THE GARGOYLE’S FACE. A stone tear has appeared below its 
left eye. 


FADE TO BLACK 
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_47..INT KITCHEN - DAY 
BETTY is chopping onions and weeping. 


BETTY 
I remember that story now. It always 
made me cry. He loved her and she 
really loved him. But I felt sorriest 
of all for the children. 


+ + t 


TIMMY * 
Yeah. Me, too. % 


BETTY 
But you don't believe in monsters, 
do you? 


+++ 


TIMMY 
(pointedly) 
I believe in witches. 


He backs away from his cell door and sits dejectedly on the bunk* 
bed attached to the wall. Betty looks over at him, then goes to, 
the oven where... * 


SHE CHECKS AN LED DISPLAY. It lights up and says: “WEIGHT: x 
NINETY FIVE LBS." 
* 
BETTY 


one-hundred. 


Oh, dear. I thought you'd be closer ` 


TIMMY k 
How did you know that? 

He looks around his cell until he finally gets it. THE BED! * 
He hops off the bunk and... x 
C.U. THE LED. It goes back to "ZERO". Betty has a troubled x 
look on her face. * 
* 

BETTY 
: Gee, I hope I have enough for eight. * 
She starts doing figures on a scrap of paper next to anopen * 
cookbook. cone E * 

TIMMY 


You were just trying to scare me when you 
were lighting the oven, weren't you? 
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BETTY 
I never could do long division. 
How many times does fifteen go 
into ninety-five? 


TIMMY 
Ah... Six times. Five left over. 
(Then, nervously) Why? 


BETTY continues working out her figures. 


BETTY 
All right. Six and a half hours 
say. Half an hour to cool and 
let the juices set. That’s seven. 
Dinner served at eight-thirty. 
That means you have to be in the 
oven no later than one-thirty. 


TIMMY looks at the kitchen clock -= relieved. It’s only 12:15. 


BETTY (cont) 
But evisceration takes at least 
an hour -~ 


TIMMY 
What’s that? What does that mean? 


BETTY 
Like gutting a fish. You make a long 
slit (illustrating on herself) and 
take out everything that’s not meat. 
You know, heart and lungs and intestines 
and so forth. Then you fill it back up 
with the stuffing and you sew it all back 
together with this... 


She holds up an enormous poultry needle, and poultry thread. 
TIMMY stares at them, terrified. 


BETTY 
Maybe I should get started now. 


TIMMY 
No, wait, there’s plenty of time. 
Don’t you want to hear another story? 


BETTY 
It is another love story? 


TIMMY . 
Yes! Well, no, not really. But 
it’s really good. 


BETTY gives TIMMY a hard look -- he rattles on, however, not 
knowing what else to do. 
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TIMMY 
It's about these guys at college. 
They live in the same dorm. One of 
‘em is kinda poor, and he works his 
way through school school selling 
things.... 


BETTY 
Antiques, right? 


TIMMY 
Well, yeah....sort of... 


BETTY 
I remember. That was a good one. 


TIMMY 
The best. Well, this other guy, he's 
real rich. His name's Andy. And one 
day Andy was coming back to the dorm 
with Lee, his best friend..... 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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FADE IN: 


EXT. WELLTON COLEGE CAMPUS -AFTERNOON 


WIDE OF CAMPUS. A delightful Fall day. Students are on the 


“Quad" playing frisbee, listening to music, generally goofing 
off. CAMERA PANS DOWN and... 


ANDY SMITH ENTERS FRAME ECU looking almost straight into lens. 
He's wearing designer tennis whites, and although he's sweaty, 
he's still handsome and neat. 


ANDY 
Most work you've done in four years 
of college was filling out the 
j i for the Penrose 
Fellowship. 


NEARBY, LEE MONCKTON is taking a drink at a water fountain. He, 
too, is dressed fashionably for tennis. 


LEE 
Hey, hard work pays off, Andy. 
Especially when you have a 
girlfriend who can write award- 
winning essays about why I want to 
spend the summer travelling Europe. 


He chuckles to himself as he comes over to join Andy. As they 
walk off across the quad. 


ANDY 
Yeah, well my sister's smart. She's 
just not particularly honest. But 
why take that kind of risk? If they 
find out she wrote your proposal, 
they'll throw you out. Besides, your 
family sends you to Europe every 
summer anyway. 


LEE 
This way, I have the Fellowship 
money to bring back a Maseratti. 


As they go off around a corner 


LEE 
Susan says supper‘s at nine. You 


bring the Remy. (pause) What the 
hell is that? 


Andy turns to see what Lee is looking at. 
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Across the quad, a small moving van is parked right outside the 
dormitory doors. 


ANDY 
Probably Edward Bellingham adding to 
his collection again. 


INT. DORM STAIRWAY ~AFTERNOON 


A PAIR OF MOVING MEN are staggering up a flight of stairs under 
the weight of a LARGE WOODEN CRATE. The thing must be quite 
heavy because they lurch from side to side as they climb the 
steps, banging it several times into the walls as they come. 


On the stairs just above them, A PAIR OF SHOES AND TROUSERS 
SHIFTS BACK AND FORTH NERVOUSLY. 


BELLINGHAM 
(off camera) 
BE CAREFUL! 


THE LEGS MOVE OFF up the stairs, and the moving men continue 
they Sysiphian climb. 


ANOTHER ANGLE FROM THE SECOND FLOOR LANDING. The moving men 


round the corner and climb the last few stairs. AS THEY PASS 
CAMERA... . 


C.U. A STENCILLED SIGN PAINTED ON THE CRATE: 
RYGARRD AUCTION ROOMS / BOSTON 
TO: E.F. BELLINGHAM 
LOWELL E-2 
WELTON COLLEGE 
MYSTICPORT, MA. 
And in larger red letters below that: “LOT 249" 


The moving men cross the landing to A HALF-OPEN DOOR WHERE 
SOMEONE AWAITS THEM. 


BELLINGHAM 
(off camera) 
In here, gentlemen. Put it on the 
table over there.. 


We can recognize the pants from a moment ago, but THE DOOR 
CLOSES before we can get a look at who it is. At the same 
time... 


ANGLE ON THE STAIRS 


ANDY AND LEE ARE COMING UP. 
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LEE 
..and guess who was my number one 
competitor for the Penrose? 


ANDY 
You know, of course, that Bellingham 
works part-time at the University 
Museum where.... 


LEE 
Susan does volunteer work, I know. 


ANDY 
You better hope he never finds out 
she helped you screw him out of that 
Fellowship. 


LEE 
Bellingham's got the hots for Susan. 
Quel loser! Don't worry, we'll be 
fine. 


REV. 8/9 
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But as they turn the corner on the stairs to go up another KRKKK 


flight.... 


THE DOOR WHERE THE MOVING MEN TOOK THE CRATE SUDDENLY OPENS *«««x 


and.... 


EDWARD BELLINGHAM APPEARS THERE. He has an erudite, but somewhat 
suspicious manner about him. He is not as good looking nor kk kk 
obviously as rich as Andy and Lee, although his clothes, while **x 


somewhat threadbare, 


Clearly an intellectual, at first glance. 


Bellingham nods, but he's not looking at Andy. 


BELLINGHAM 
4h, Andy, fuses holding up alright? 


ANDY 
The fuses are in great shape, 
Edward. Taking delivery on a new 
acquisition, I see. 


never left Lee. 


BELLINGHAM 


Aren't you going to introduce me to 
your friend? 


ANDY 
Uh, this is... 


Bellingham comes right over to them. 


are tasteful in an acadmeic kind of wa 


Yee 


KKKKK 
KKKKK 
KKEKK 


kKKKK 
KKKKK 


His eyes have **x*x*x* 


kk KK 


kkkkk 


kkkkk 


DARKSIDE / LOT 249 REY. 


B/9 
44, 
49, (con't) 
BELLINGHAM RRR KK 
Lee Monckton, right? I know you kkkk* 
from your picture in our illustrious kkkkk 
college paper this morning. Congratu- RAK KK 
lations. 
LEE kkkkk 
Thank you. ARTS 
KEKKK 
BELLINGHAM kkk KK 
Odd coincidence meeting you today, KKKEK 
since you and I were in such heated KRKKK 
competition for the Penrose kkkkk 
Fellowhsip. kkkk* 
LEE kkkkk 
You said it. Competition. Somebody se 
has to win. eae 
BELLINGHAM cs 
But not always the better man. 
LEE takes umbrage both at the content and tone of the insult. KKK kk 
But before he responds, the TWO MOVING MEN come out of kkk kK 
Bellingham'`s rooms in the background. BELLINGHAM signs a kkkkK 
receipt, then takes out his wallet. Kk kkk 
C.U. BELLINGHAM'S WALLET. ..only a few paltry singles. EEKEF 
Lee casually steps between the moving men and Bellingham. He k kkk k 
hands one of the men A FIFTY DOLLAR BILL. Kk kk k 
LEE kk kkk 
Allow me. TETEN 
MOVING MAN #1 E 
Hey, thanks! kkkkk 
MOVING MAN #2 Pagan 
Yeah. That Lot 249 was a heavy kk kkk 
mother. 
As the men bounce off down the stairs... SU 
BELLINGHAM KKKKE 
That was a fifty! RRR KE 
LEE kkkk*kk 
Sorry. Didn't have anything smaller. kkk kk 
BELLINGHAM SERAY 
(disgusted) 
KkKKKK 


You'll have your money back ; 
tomorrow. ° SETET 
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LEE 
No rush. 


Andy just shakes his head at Lee's mean-spiritedness. He says 
to BELLINGHAM, while looking pointedly at ANDY: 


ANDY 
Tell you what, Edward, show us what 
you got and Lee'll write it off. 


Pleased that the tables have turned once more, BELLINGHAM turns 
inte a hypocritically genial host, and ushers them into 


INT. BELLINGHAM'S ROOM ~ DAY 


Crowded with ancient artifacts and obscure junk -- small 
figurines, carvings, stacks of prints, boxes of loose-leafed 
manuscripts that take up almost as much room as the shelves of 
research books, file cabinets, and stacked boxes of corres- 
pondence crowding the rest of the place. 


In the small room near the back, there's a large, rough library 
table. On it is the crate marked LOT #249. 


BELLINGHAM 
If Lot 249 lives up to my 
expectations, it won't matter I was 
cheated out of the Penrose. 


LEE 
(mock dumbfounded} 
Cheated..... ? 
BELLINGHAM 


Something very unfortunate happened 
the day before the Committee was 
supposed to announce their decision. 
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ANDY 
(Grim) What? 


BELLINGHAM 
I was accused of stealing an Eskimo 
bark painting from the Museum. 


Lee, uncomfortable beneath ANDY’s accusatory stare, finally speak 
with forced lightness: 


LEE 
Well, did you steal it? 


BELLINGHAM 
I loathe Eskimo aesthetics. But by the 
time I was cleared, the Committee had 
decided in your favor. 


ANDY 
(Knowing) Who made the accusation 
against you? 


BELLINGHAM says nothing. He reaches beneath the table, grabs a 
tire iron, and raises it high over his head. LEE and ANDY gape. 


BELLINGHAM 
(Casual) It was "an anonymous tip." 
) BELLINGHAM applies the tire iron to the crate lid. 


LEE 
Ah, I’1l ask Susan to keep her ears 
open at the Museum. 


BELLINGHAM 
I’d really appreciate that. 


LEE 
Sure. And listen, forget the fifty. 


BELLINGHAM 
Absolutely not. I’m not going to let 
you leave till you’ve seen Lot #249! 
That was the deal. 


BELLINGHAM leans heavily on the tire iron, and the lid of the 
wooden case splits open, revealing... 


A MUMMY CASE ~~ 


very long but also very narrow. The wood is split, crumbled 
along the edges. The polychromed portrait on the lid is faded 
and heavily damaged. In other words, this isn’t a museum piece, 
and it really does look like something you’d hire two drunks to 
dig up out of the ground on a moonless night. 
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LEE 
My God, Andy, it looks just like 
your father. 


ANDY 
(Repulsed) Edward, why would you buy 
something like this? 


BELLINGHAM 
Because I wasn’t born with a silver 
trustfund in my mouth. 


LEE 
You mean you can actually sell it to 
somebody else? For a profit?! 


BELLINGHAM lifts the painted lid of the MUMMY’S CASE. 


ANDY and LEE’s RACKETS and BALL drop to the floor. The ball 
bounces away. 


ANDY and LEE stare into the open MUMMY CASE, aghast. 


LEE 
Oh no... 


IN THE MUMMY CASE -- 


is your usual wrapped MUMMY, with these differences: It is so 
immensely tall and narrow, it almost seems that the corpse had 
been stretched to fit the irregular case. The wrappings are very 
yellow and ragged, and there’s more than dust here -~ there’s a 
whole layer of granular black detritus sprinkled over the MUMMY 
and piled in the corners of the case -- dead insects, crumbled 
wood, and three millennia of slow dry rot. 


BELLINGHAM opens a drawer in the library table and takes out a 
pair of long~bladed scissors. 


BELLINGHAM 
Let’s find out if that portrait 
did him justice. 


LEE 
You’re going to unwrap it? 


BELLINGHAM 
There are only two things that are 
valuable: what they put the mummy 
inside -- 


He indicates the case. 
BELLINGHAM (cont) 
~= and what they put inside the 
mummy. 


He snips a few bandages with the scissors. 


Fl 
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BELLINGHAM 
The mummy itself is trash. 


Lee has had enough. He starts to back out of the room. 


LEE 
Uh...I’m going to be late. Don't 
forget the wine, Andy. 


But Andy is so absorbed in the mummy, he hardly hears Lee. 


ANDY 
Wine? 


LEE 
Supper, remember? Nine PM. And wash 
your hands first. 
Andy nods distantly, and Lee finally exits. 


EXT. THE DORM -EVENING 


The sun is setting as Lee exits the building and comes over to 
his car where he tosses his racket in the back seat. But before xxzxxx 
he jumps behind the wheel, he looks up to a window on the second «xx«« 


floor that must be Bellingham's quarters. He has a nervous, 


apprehensive expression on his face. 
As he jumps in the car and pulls away.... 


INT. BELLINGHAM'S ROOMS ~- EVENING 


C.U. BELLINGHAM'S LONG SCISSORS SNIPPING A PIECE OF BANDAGE... 


ANDY 
(OS ) 
It's sacrilege. 


ANGLE ON ANDY watching with horrified fascination as BELLINGHAM 


blithely snips through the mummy's bandages from ankles to 
erotch. 


BELLINGHAM 
Against what God? This human being 
perished before Christ was conceived 
in Mary's virgin womb. 


BELLINGHAM blows dust from the uncovered wrappings and inhales 
deeply. Automatically...and not wanting to...ANDY does, too. 


BELLINGHAM 
Dried lotus. Petals picked from 
flowers that bloomed on the Nile 
three thousand years ago. 
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thin, very long legs wrapped in even yellower bandages. 


ANDY 
It’s as bad as descecrating a tomb. 


BELLINGHAM 
I wouldn’t be the first. The 
Elizabethans imported mummies by 
the thousands, ground them up, 
and drank them like tea. Aphrodisiac. 


ANDY 
You’re making that up. 


BELLINGHAM 
When Napoleon invaded Egypt his 
soldiers dug up mummies and snapped 
them apart and used them as firewood. 


ANDY 
But -~ 


BELLINGHAM 
Besides, I didn’t descecrate any 
tomb. I simply made a bid on Lot 
Number 249 in an auction catalog. 


He opens a drawer in the table, extracts the AUCTION CATALOG, 
tosses it to ANDY. 


ANDY has found 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
“Egyptian Coffin with Intact Mumny, 
Dynasty 18, circa 1400 B.C. Wood with 
polychrome portrait on plaster coating." 


the entry in the catalog and continues: 


ANDY 
(Reading) "Inscriptions illegible. 
Considerable water and insect damage to 
lid, affecting portrait. Possible 
damage to contents of case by fungus, 
insect, and dampness." 


ANDY closes the catalog. He shakes his head. 


ANDY (cont) 
It’s an historical artifact. It 
should be in a museun. 


BELLINGHAM 
Give me a break. I love how they say: 
"Possible damage to contents." Right. 
You’re looking at three thousand years 
of dry rot. 


and 
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49. 
He snaps off one of the mummy's fingers and tosses it to ANDY. 


In automatic response, ANDY drops the catalog and deftly catches 
the severed finger. 


EXT. CAMPUS NIGHT/SUSAN & LEE'S APT. ~ NIGHT wR EK 
An apartment building in the old section of Mysticport, much KEK KK 
better than most students can afford. Lee pulls up and exits the ***** 
car. As he goes up the walk to the front door of the building, kk kkk 
we can hear the unmistakeable sounds of an aerobics tape playing «***x* 
inside. 
INT. LEE'S APARTMENT - EVENING ao 
SUSAN is working out to a Jane Fonda tape. Her body shows she's kk kkk 
been doing it for a long time; her expression shows she loathes kk kk k 
it. kkkkk 
When LEE ENTERS, he flings his racket into a chair and goes kkkkk 
immediately to the bar. kkkkk 
SUSAN kkk*kk 
You're back early. PSS 
LEE kkk kk 
(distracted) A ERA 
We quit after two sets. KREKE 
SUSAN turns off the VCR with relief. ne? 
SUSAN KRKKKK 
Then I don't have to feel guilty patel 
about stopping in the middle of the pede sd 
tape. 
LEE KEKKK 
Is that what makes you feel guilty? RRKKK 
Susan looks closely at Lee, sees he's genuinely troubled. k kkk k 
kk*kk* 
Lee Ya. SUSAN RKKKE 
LEE KKKKE 
Know what your brother is doing EERE 
right now? He's unwrapping a mummy. 
Susan is uncertain whether to take this literally. KR KKK 
LEE KRKKKK 
With Edward Fucking Bellingham, sens 
kkkkk 
SUSAN kkkkk 
(suddenly cold) 3 kkkk* 


How much did you tell Andy? 
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LEE kk kkk 
That you wrote the essay. kkkkk 

SUSAN kkkkk 
That's okay. He knows I do all your ane 
papers anyway. 

KKKKK 

LEE PETTEN 
Then Bellingham casually mentioned kkkkk 
that someone dropped an “anonymous kkkkk 
tip” about the stolen Eskimo kkkkK 
painting. 

SUSAN KEKKK 
He's guessing. ERANT 

LEE 
Maybe. But I think Andy knows it was kkkkk 
you. KRKKK 

SUSAN 
Andy's my brother. He won't do nd 
anything. Bellingham's a loser. He ite 


can’t do anything. 
54. INT. BELLINGHAM'S ROOMS - NIGHT 


C.U. THE PARTIALLY UNWRAPPED MUMMY....ALMOST TOTALLY NAKED NOW. 
Shrivelled sinew and bone...not much else. Only the head remains 
swathed in bandages. ANDY AND BELLINGHAM are standing over it 
staring down. 


ANDY 
I have to get ready for dinner. 


BELLINGHAM 
Don't you want to see his face? 


BELLINGHAM, now wearing a carpenter's apron, is holding a pair 
of shears in one hand and a pair of long scissors in the other. 
He cheerfully CLACKS THE BLADES together. He offers ANDY the 
scissors. 


ANDY 
No! 


BELLINGHAM shrugs and starts snipping away until he finally 
draws aside the yellowed linen wrappings to reveal ... 


THE MUMMY'S NAKED HEAD....black and leathery, with rotted eyes, 
drawn lips, and shrunken features rictored in an eternal grimace 
of contempt and anger. 


ANDY 
God, he looks pissed off. He's 
probably thinking... 
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BELLINGHAM : 
He’s not thinking anything! The first 
thing the embalmers did was to stick a 
metal hook up his nose and they dragged 
his brain out through his nostrils. 


ANDY reacts with understandable disgust. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
Didn’t you have to be somewhere? 


ANDY checks his watch. BELLINGHAM knows he’s got the guy hooked, 
and points to a long sewn-up scar on the MUMMY’s right flank. 
BELLINGHAM rips through the stitches. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
This is where they cut him open to 
pull out all the innards. Then they 
stuffed him with spices and flowers. 
Here, hold this open. 


BELLINGHAM pries open the incision. The MUMMY’s flesh rips like 
parchment. ANDY pulls back in disgust. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
Hold this open. 


ANDY gingerly does so. BELLINGHAM reaches inside the MUMMY and 
pulls out dust, twigs, dessicated leaves. He raises them to his 
nostrils, breathes in deeply. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
Myrrh. Cassia. More lotus. 


Reaching in again, he pulls out a clump of mummified bulbs. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
Onions. And... 


He reaches into the cavity, fumbles around. Finding something, 
BELLINGHAM then grins in private triumph. 


ANDY 
Onions, and what? 


BELLINGHAM 
And a fortune cookie. 


BELLINGHAM draws out... 

A SMALL PAPYRUS SCROLL ~- 

It is narrow, but tightly wrapped. With extreme care, BELLINGHAM 
unrolls it as ANDY takes his hands out of the MUMMY’s wound and 
wipes them on his trousers. 


ANDY 
What does it say? 


A55. 
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When Andy comes back over, BELLINGHAM masks his excitement. 


BELLINGHAM 
I have no idea. Do you read Third 
Kingdom heiroglyphics? 


He turns the SCROLL, showing brightly painted heiroglyphics. 


ANDY 
My hands still don’t feel clean. 


EXT CAMPUS ~ NIGHT (ADDED SCENE) 
Lee's car parked - establishing shot. 
INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


LEE and SUSAN sit with after~dinner drinks, exchanging an 
apprehensive glance, while ANDY takes a long swig of his own 
drink. 


ANDY 
I’m not going to turn you in, if that’s 
what you were waiting to hear. But I 
want to know what i'm getting out of 
this deal. 


SUSAN 
It was a horrible thing to do to somebody. 
But Lee and I wanted a little extra money -- 
maybe to have a nice little wedding in Paris. 


LEE 
And bring you over to be Best Man. 


ANDY picks up a car brochure from the coffee table. 


ANDY 
After you get your Maserati, I get your 
Porshe. 


SUSAN gives LEE a dirty look for telling ANDY about the car. 


ANDY (cont) 
(Jokingly) I know you two. You’ll spend 
Bellingham’s entire acholarship on drugs 
and room service. I’ve got to go. 


(do alternate take with: I know you two. 
You’1l spend Bellingham’s entire 
scholarship on parties and room service. 
I’ve got to go.) 


SUSAN 
Do you want a lift? 
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When Andy comes back over, BELLINGHAM masks his excitement. 


BELLINGHAM 
I have no idea. Do you read Third 
Kingdon heiroglyphics? 


He turns the SCROLL, showing brightly painted heiroglyphics. 


ANDY 
My hands still don't feel clean. 


EXT CAMPUS - NIGHT (ADDED SCENE) 
Lee's car parked - establishing shot. 
INT: LEE AND SUSAN'S LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


LEE and SUSAN sit with after-dinner drinks, exchanging an 
apprehensive glance, while ANDY takes a long swig of his own 
drink. 


ANDY 
I'm not going to turn you in, if that's 
what you were waiting to hear. But I 
want to know what I'm getting out of 
this deal. 


SUSAN 
It was a horrible thing to do to somebody. 
But Lee and I wanted a little extra money -- 
maybe to have a nice little wedding in Paris. 


LEE 
And bring you over to be Best Man. 


ANDY picks up a car brochure from the coffee table. 


ANDY 
After you get your Maserati, I get your 
Porshe, 


SUSAN gives LEE a dirty look for telling ANDY about the car. 


ANDY (cont) 
(Jokingly) I know you two, You'll spend 
Bellingham's entire scholarship on drugs 
and room service, I've got to go. 


(do alternate take with: I know you two. 
You'll spend Bellingham's entire 
scholarship on parties and room service, 
I've got to go,) 


SUSAN 
Do you want a lift? 
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ANDY starts for the door, 


ANDY 
No thanks, I'd rather walk, FER 
clear my head, SAR 


CUT TO: 


rev 8/4 
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) 56. INT: BELLINGHAM’S ROOMS ~- NIGHT 


BELLINGHAM’S FIREPLACE is filled with the yellowed bandages. 
BELLINGHAM throws in a handful of the detritus from the unwrap- 
ping of the MUMMY. Then he unceremoniously lights a match and 
tosses it onto the pile. The 3000-year-old bandages and dust 
ignite with a ROAR OF FLAME. 


BELLINGHAM stares into the fire. When he speaks, it’s with an 
incantatory, almost disembodied voice: 


BELLINGHAM 
Grow, O light, come forth O light. 
Rise O light, ascend 0 light. 
Thou who art without, come in. 


BELLINGHAM is reading from the SCROLL. He turns back to the 
MUMMY CASE on the library table. 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
O darkness, 
Remove thyself from before hin, 
The Eater-of-Shadows, 
The Eater-of-Souls. 
Open His Eyes. 


LIGHT FLICKERS ~- 
in the shrunken, rotted pits of the MUMMY’s eyes. 
BELLINGHAM ~- 
draws in his breath sharply, then continues shakily: 
BELLINGHAM (cont) 
Open Tat 
Open Nap 
Open His Eyes... 


The LIGHT in the MUMMY’S EYES grows brighter. 


A57.INT: STAIRWAY ~~ CONT ACTION PEE 


Empty and still, but 0.S. we hear BELLINGHAM’s INCANTATION: 


BELLINGHAM (0.S.) 
Open His Eyes / Open My Eyes 
z Open His Eyes / Open My Eyes 


O.S. WE HEAR the Ground Floor DOOR OPENING. ANDY mounts the 
stairs slowly, listening to BELLINGHAM’s incantation. He stops 
uncertainly on the SECOND FLOOR LANDING. 


BELLINGHAM (0.s.) 
Open Tat / Open Nap 
Open His Eyes 
And Bring in the Light... 


qn 
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Andy draws in his breath, smelling something. Then he sees 


A THIN WISP OF SMOKE trailing from under the door of 
BELLINGHAM'S ROOMS. Andy rushes to the door and starts pounding 


on it. 


ANDY 
Edward! Edward, are you in there? Open 
the door! 


The door opens suddenly and BELLINGHAM GLARES AT ANDY. Andy 
immediately gets the sense he's intruding. 


ANDY 
Uh, sorry, Edward, I saw some smoke and 
thought maybe there was a fire... 


BELLINGHAM 
I was just burning the mummy's 
wrappings...in case they were infected. 


He gives Andy a supercilious smile. 
OMIT 
INT. LEE AND SUSAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


C.U. A STACK OF LIBRARY BOOKS on a bookshelf as SUSAN REACHES IN 
TO PICK THEM UP. PULL BACK TO REVEAL SUSAN getting ready to go 
out. IN THE BACKGROUND, LEE EMERGES FROM THE KITCHEN wearing an 
apron, drying dishes. 


LEE 
You're taking those back to the 
library...now? 


SUSAN 
They're three months overdue. And I 
thought I'd drop in on Andy on the way 
home. 


LEE 
You don't care about those books or Andy. 
You're going to see Bellingham. A truly 
stupid idea, Susan. 


SUSAN 
I give the guy a hard-on. I'm just going 
to talk to him, throw him off the track. 


LEE 
Look, why not stop while we're ahead? 


SUSAN 
Hey, I'm on the line here... 


58. 


59. 


60. 


DARK SIDE / LOT 249 


REV. 


8/9 


953 


Lee shrugs and returns to the kitchen. After he's out of 
sight... 


SUSAN GROPES BEHIND SOME OTHER BOOKS FOR THAT STOLEN ESKIMO BARK 
PAINTING. She quickly shoves it into her purse and heads for the 


door. 
INT. ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 


ANDY lies on the bed watching a basketball game. Hearing 


something, he mutes the TV and listens to BELLINGHAM'S 
INCANTATION OS. 


BELLINGHAM 
(OS ) 
Repelled is the enemy that is in my 
wound. Cast out is the evil that rotted 
in my throat. 


ANDY 
Christ 


ANDY gets up and goes over to the heat register. He can hear 
Bellingham's mumbling downstairs. 


BELLINGHAM 
(OS } 
The adversary of Horus shall become 
salted blood in the mouth of The Son of 


Osiris. 

ANDY 
That bastard lied. He can read that 
seroll. 


Suddenly, ALL THE LIGHTS GO OUT. The room is plunged into 
darkness. But downstairs, THE INCANTATION CONTINUES. 


BELLINGHAM 
(OS } 


Anubis, Eater-of-Souls, bring in the 
light to me. 


In the darkness, Andy stumbles to his door. 


INT. STAIRWAY ~ CONT. ACTION 


Andy comes to the railing and looks down. Bellingham's muffled 


voice can still be heard in the distance. 


BELLINGHAM 
(05) 
Anubis, Eater-of-Shadows, appear with 
Strength and Truth and Terror, 
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ANDY starts for the door. 
ANDY 
No thanks, Ifd rather walk, 
clear my head. REE 


CUT TO: 


DARKSIDE / LOT 249 REV. 8/9 
56. 


66. (con*t) 


As Andy starts downstairs, BELLINGHAM’S CHANT STOPS ABRUPTLY. A 
second later, A MUTED, ODD SOUND FOLLOWS....ALMOST LIKE AN 
HYSTERICAL CHUCKLE. 


ANDY 
Come on, Bellingham!! The fuse box is 
right outside your door! 


In the hallway below, THE DOOR OF BELLINGHAM'S ROOM OPENS just a 
crack. Embers from his fireplace send a slice of dim light into 
the corridor, and A GAUNT BLACK SILHOUETTE APPEARS THERE BRIEFLY 
before the door closes quickly again. 


ANDY 
C'mon, Edward, it's the last quarter of 
the game and I.... 


SUDENLY A BLACK SHRIVELLED HAND...MISSING THE FOURTH FINGER... 
clamps down over Andy's wrist and FLINGS HIM ACROSS THE HALLWAY. 
He crashes into the wall, dazed by the impact. 


ON THE STAIRS LEADING TO THE GROUND FLOOR ENTRANCEWAY... THAT 
GAUNT SHADOW bounds down and around a corner. Just then.... 


THERE'S A SHORT CRY....A WOMAN'S CRY...DOWN THERE. 


Andy struggles to his feet and comes face-to-face with THE HARSH 
WHITE LIGHT OF... 


BELLINGHAM'S FLASHLIGHT. 


BELLINGHAM 
You OK? 


ANDY 
Yeah, I.... 


Andy shakes it off and races down the stairs with Bellingham 
right behind to the next landing where THEY FIND.... 


SUSAN ON THE FLOOR trying to get to her feet. 


ANDY 
What the hell are you doing here? 


SUSAN 


(groggy) 
Just thought I'd drop by, and... 
what's going on...? 


ANDY 
You two stay right here. 
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BELLINGHAM 
Don't go after him! 


Too late. Andy is already halfway down the stairs. 


SUSAN 
Go after whom? 
BELLINGHAM 
URs 2. 2 a thief 
SUSAN 


A thief? 


She suddenly seems nervous and frightened. She huddles a little 
closer to Bellingham. He seems to melt at her touch. 


SUSAN 
Please...you mind if I stay with you 
until Andy gets back? 


60A EXT. CAMPUS - NIGHT 


Andy hurtles out the front door of the dorm and races into the 
quad looking for whoever it was that knocked him down. 


ANGLE ON THE QUAD....ANDY'S POV. Not a soul around. 
61. INT. BELLINGHAM'S ROOMS...MOMENTS LATER - NIGHT 


Susan is sitting in an overstuffed chair trying to hide her 
disdain for Bellingham's taste in decor. 


SUSAN 
He couldn't have taken much, How did he 
get in? 


ACROSS THE ROOM, BELLINGHAM APPEARS from around a corner 
carrying TWO LARGE SNIFTERS OF COGNAC. He's trying to be casual 
and maybe even a little romantic. 


BELLINGHAM 
I must've forgotten to lock the door. I 
was in the other room when he came in... 


Just then, ANDY APPEARS IN THE DOORWAY. Bellingham is suddenly a 
little nervous. 


BELLINGHAM 
Did you....see...who it was? 


Andy shakes his head. 


KKAEKK 
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Not really. He looked kind of weird. EERTE 
kkkkk 
BELLINGHAM REKKK 
Yes, that's it. Weird. Had to be on gy 

drugs. He got off with all my rings. ra 
Roman stuff. Hollow gold. REARS S 
Bellingham’s good, but it still sounds as if he's making it up SEPA 


kkkkk 
as he goes. 
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ANDY 
At least he didn’t get Lot #249. 


SUSAN i 
(At ease) Shall I call the police? 


BELLINGHAM has begun to recover himself too. He turns round and 
looks SUSAN in the eye. 


BELLINGHAM 
I’ve been victimized before. Sometimes 
the guilty ones get caught and punished. 
But this one’s going to get away with it. 
SUSAN looks hard at ANDY but he refuses to return her glance. 


CUT TO: 
INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM =- NIGHT 


LEE is slouched on the couch, looking through his stack of sports 
car brochures. 


A kind of THUMP at the door, O.S. 


LEE 
(Calls) Use your key! I’m busy! 
A LOUDER THUMP. He gets up and heads for the door. 


LEE (cont) 
Sorry, Susan! Forgot I put the 
chain on ~- 


As LEE reaches for the chain, The DOOR SLAMS OPEN, breaking the 
chain, catching LEE’s outraised arm, flinging him against the 
HATRACK. Both HATRACK and LEE spill to the floor. 


LEE looks up from the floor. Registers uncomprehending horror. 


LEE 
Hell no. Please God hell no. 


As LEE tries to get up, a BARE BLACK SHRUNKEN FOOT slams against 
his chest, pressing him back to the floor and knocking the breath 
out of him. Beside LEE’s head... 


A BLACK, FOUR-FINGERED HAND -~ 


picks up one of the coat hangers and a SECOND BLACK SHRIVELLED 
HAND enters frame. In one easy movement the coat hanger is 
pulled straight. Then the FOUR-FINGERED HAND fashions a kind of 
crochet-nook at the end of the WIRE. 


As LEE continues to struggle for breath, the FOOT is suddenly 
lifted from his chest. LEE tries to roll clear, but one of the 
BLACKENED SHRIVELLED HANDS is instantly around his neck. 
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LEE is lifted from the floor. He kicks, struggles for breath. 
Suddenly, he desists, staring at something (unseen by us) 
directly in front of him. 


LEE 
No please hell -- 


But LEE’s voice is choked off when the HAND holding his neck 
raises a single finger to LEE’s chin, shoving his head far back. 


The HOOKED WIRE enters frame, aimed straight for LEE’s nostrils. 
ANOTHER ANGLE ~- 

shows more of the MUMMY than we’ve seen before. Though 
attenuated, shrivelled, and apparently fragile, the MUMMY is 
effortlessly holding the struggling LEE up with a single hand. 


O.S. we hear BELLINGHAM’s commentary to ANDY as he unwrapped the 
MUMMY earlier. 


BELLINGHAM (V.0.) 

The first thing the embalmers did was 

to stick a metal hook up his nose and 

they dragged his brain out through his 

nostrils. 
CU: THE HOOKED WIRE -~- 
as it is pushed straight up (and forcefully) into LEE’s nose. 
Blood spurts from LEE’s nostrils. He SCREAMS. The WIRE is 
shoved deeper into LEE’s skull. 
LEE shuts his eyes tight in pain. Blood wells out like tears. 
ANOTHER ANGLE ~- 
showing LEE’s last kick. His final SCREAM is CHOKED OFF by a 
gout of blood in his mouth. His body twitches one last time then 
goss limp, still supported by the MUMMY’s outstretched bloody 
hand. 
CU: THE MUMMY’S OTHER HAND -- 
as it begins carefully to draw out the HOOKED WIRE. 


Beyond the MUMMY, and out the window, we see... 


EXT: FRONT OF APARTMENT ~~ POV FROM APARTMENT == NIGHT 
SUSAN is starting up the front walk 
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) 64. RESUME INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM 
When the CAMERA draws back in and pans around, we see only some 
small portion ~=- the legs, for instance -- of LEE’s corpse, and 
we also hear the DOOR SLAM O.S. Then, on the wall near the 
closed door, we see... 
A BLOODY FOUR-FINGERED HANDPRINT 
CUT TO: 
65. EXT: LEE AND SUSAN'S BUILDING -~ NIGHT 


SUSAN turns the key in the outer door and starts inside. But 
just then... 


THE MUMMY ~= 


tears out the front door; strong-arms SUSAN in the chest, and 
rushes down the walk, quickly disappearing into the darkness. 


SUSAN -~ 
rushes inside the building for safety, slamming the door behind 
66. INT: ENTRYWAY ~~ LEE AND SUSAN’S BUILDING ~- CONT ACTION 
) SUSAN locks the front door, and then peers out of the unlighted 
Entryway into the darkness. Seeing nothing, she turns on the 
Entryway light. Just then she notices, on her white sweater... 
A BLOODY FOUR-FINGERED HANDPRINT 
CUT TO: 
67. INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM ~~ NIGHT -- MOMENTS LATER 


The hallway door is unlocked from outside. SUSAN tentatively 
pushes it open and peers inside the room. 


SUSAN 
Lee...? 


She sees the overturned HATRACK, pauses. Then sees... 
THE COFFEE TABLE ~- 


where a FRUIT BOWL has been overturned, its fruit scattered. 
SUSAN slowly enters the room. 


SUSAN (cont) 
(Softly) No please God n-~- 


IN THE FRUIT BOWL ~~ 
) is LEE’S MACERATED BRAIN with the WIRE HOOK still embedded in it. 
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SUSAN =-~ 

then looks down and sees LEE’s torso and legs protruding from the 
side of the sofa. She moves over a few steps until she can 
see... 

LEE’S FACE -- 


and it’s a mess, bloody and torn. If taste permits, shreds of 
brain tissue adhere to his lips and chin. 


SUSAN whirls around, about to run out of the room, when she’s 
stopped dead, seeing on the wall next to the door... 


THE BLOODY FOUR~FINGERED HANDPRINT 
CUT TO: 
INT: ANDY’S LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


ANDY sits on the couch, absolutely still, just listening. O.S. 
SOUND of ground floor entranceway opening. ANDY jumps up. 


CUT TO: 
INT: STAIRWAY -- NIGHT 


Dark. The entranceway door shuts, a DARK FIGURE starts silently 
up towards the second floor landing. 


ON THE THIRD FLOOR LANDING -- 

The door of ANDY’s apartment softly opens. ANDY comes out, 
quietly, starts to peer of the banister railing. Behind him, the 
PHONE RINGS. 


ANDY 
(Whisper) Shit! 


As he starts back towards his door, he hears the much louder O.S. 
RUSHING FOOTSTEPS coming up the stairs. He turns back towards 
the banister railing, but before he gets there... : 
ON THE SECOND FLOOR LANDING ~- 
BELLINGHAM’S door slams shut. 

CUT TO: 
INT: ANDY’S LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


ANDY comes in from the hallway, slams the door shut behind him, 
heading for the RINGING PHONE. 


ANDY 
Susan, it better be you! 


CUT TO: 
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) 71.INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT 


Police PHOTOGRAPHERS are taking flash photos of LEE’s corpse and 
the bloody handprint. The MEDICAL EXAMINER starts pulling 
double-strength Hefty Bags out of a new box. 


Behind them, on the phone, and watching is SUSAN. When she 
speaks, her voice is without intonation or emotion. 


SUSAN 
Andy? You busy? 


DISSOLVE TO: 
72. INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM -- DAY 


The floor’s been scrubbed, but the bloodstains can still be made 
out. In one corner of the room are all the flowers from the 
funeral -- mostly cut flowers in vases and baskets. SUSAN, in 
the sort of black dress that is only worn to funerals grimaces at 
a pot of white CHRYSANTHEMUMS on the table next to the couch. 


SUSAN 
I hate chrysanthemums. 


ANDY, in the sort of suit that is only worn to funerals, enters 
with brandy. He gives SUSAN one, then sits and loosens his tie. 


) ANDY 
What? 


SUSAN . 
I said I hate chrysanthemums. They 
always burst into bloom just the 
minute everything else is dying. 
"Ha ha I’m bright yellow and you’ve 
got jungle rot!" (Beat) Pretty 
cheap psychology, hunh? 


ANDY doesn’t respond; only sips his brandy. 


SUSAN (cont) 
I lied to the police. I saw who 


did it. 
ANDY 

What? 

: SUSAN 

I saw who killed Lee. It was a corpse. 
ANDY 

A corpse. 
SUSAN 

) Dead. And thin. And dried up. 
And rotted and black and -- 
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ANDY 
(almost to himself) 
Like a mumy. 
SUSAN 
A mummy? Maybe. If you unwrap it. 
With four fingers. 


ANDY 
On the right hand? 


SUSAN 
No. The left. 


A terrible revelation sweeps over Andy. 
ANDY 
It was Bellingham’s mummy you saw, 
Susan, Lot #249 killed Lee. 


` SUSAN 
Things are getting pretty bizzare. 


Susan stiffens, but so does her resolve. 


SUSAN 
You have to get rid of it, Andy. 


ANDY 
What does “fat mean? 


SUSAN 
I've already taken care of Bellingham. 


Her cold-blooded stare is al) the elaboration he needs. He knows her 
well enough. 


ANDY 
Shit... 


INT BELLINGHAM'S ROOM - DAY 


The same POLICE PHOTOGRAPHERS who flashed LEE's body are nów taking 
documentary photographs of the stolen picture. it's laid out on BELLINGHAM'S 
center table. 
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Besides a couple of DETECTIVES, the DEAN and MUSEUM DIRECTOR KREKE 


are present, and gloating over a very sullen BELLINGHAM. 


DIRECTOR 
Very few thieves would have the 
discernment to realize this was one 
of the museum's most unusual pieces. 


BELLINGHAM 
Susan Smith stole that fetish and 
she planted it here this afternoon. 


DIRECTOR 
(Cold irony) That makes perfect sense. 
Did you know that Susan's mother is a 
museum trustee? 
The DIRECTOR picks up a small statue. 


DIRECTOR (cont) 
Oh my, what a sensual candlestick. 


BELLINGHAM 


Polychromate clay, Chorotega, 9th century. 


With a cold smile, the DIRECTOR puts the piece back. 
BELLINGHAM turns, sees ANDY standing in the doorway. 


DEAN 
Good afternoon, Mr. Smith. 


ANDY 
Dean Murray. 


DEAN 
Andy, do you know Dr. Carey, 
Curator of the university museum? 


BELLINGHAM 
Andy, I'm busy just at the moment. 


DEAN 
Yes, Mr. Bellingham is packing. He's 
leaving the university. 


The DIRECTOR has moved over to the MUMMY CASE. He pulls 


the door open. The MUMMY CASE is empty. 
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DIRECTOR (cont) 
Pity. Would have been a nice 
acquisition. If the mummy had 
come with it. 


ANDY 
(Terrified) What happened to 
the mummy?! 


BELLINGHAM shrugs. Then with bitter sarcasm: 


BELLINGHAM 
Am I thy sister's keeper? 


ANDY 
On my God! Susan! 
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He rushes out the door. 
CUT TO: 
INT: LEE AND SUSAN’S LIVING ROOM -- DAY 
SUSAN is on the phone. 
SUSAN 
I’m not going to talk about it 
now. ... Mommy, I’m hanging up. 
She does. The PHONE RINGS again immediately. She answers it. 
SUSAN (cont) 
Good-bye, Mommy. And please don’t 
call back. 


She hangs up, breaking the connection. She takes the phone off 
the hook. 


CUT TO: 
INT: ANDY’S LIVING ROOM -- DAY 
ANDY, very anxious, on the phone. A BUSY SIGNAL. 
CUT TO: 
INT: LEE’S APARTMENT -- DAY = 
SUSAN kneels on the floor, packing up LEE’s clothing into large 
boxes. She seals them with a long roll of masking tape. Rising 
up, she turns and glares at the pot of CHRYSANTHEMUMS again. 
SUSAN 
I don’t care how cheap the psychology 
is. I still hate chrysanthemuns. 
She picks up the pot, but when she turns round to drop it in the 
trash, she freezes, expressionless, looking at something we don’t 
see. Then, still expressionless, she raises the clay pot of 
flowers high and HURLS IT at... 
THE MUMMY -- l 
standing in the open doorway. The MUMMY catches the pot between 
his hands and crushes it. Flowers and dirt and shards of clay 
spill to the floor between his feet, but... 


One long sharp POTTERY SHARD remains in the MUMMY’s four-fingered 
hand. The MUMMY takes a step forward, advancing on... 


H 
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SUSAN ~- 

who stands at a window, calmly unlocking it. She tries to raise 
the window, but it’s stuck. She tries again -- still stuck. She 
turns. The MUMMY is much closer now. SUSAN picks up the 
scissors she used for the flowers, and rushes at the MUMMY. She 
plunges the scissors into the MUMMY’s breast. 


The MUMMY reels backwards with SUSAN’s blow, then recovers, and 
draws the scissors out of its shoulder. 


DUST spills out of the rent in a feathery cloud. 


SUSAN picks up a vase of the funeral flowers. We think at’ first 
she’s going to hurl that at the MUMMY as well, but instead... 


SHE HURLS THE VASE THROUGH THE WINDOW. 


Instantly she starts to climb out through the broken window, 
never minding the shards of glass still in the frame. / 


THE MUMMY’S HAND ~- 

reaches into frame as if to grab SUSAN, but instead takes hold of 
the collar of her dress, and RIPS IT DOWN THE SIDE. SUSAN kicks 
at the MUMMY and keeps trying to escape. But then... 


THE MUMMY plunges the clay SHARD into SUSAN’s exposed side, and 
then drags it down, opening a long wound in SUSAN’s flesh. 


SUSAN cries out in pain, but still keeps trying to get out the 
window. Her face is sliced by glass. Then... 


The MUMMY’S four-fingered hand PLUNGES DEEP into SUSAN’s wound. 
SUSAN SCREAMS, TWISTS, and then falls back inside the room. 


_ BLOOD GUSHES over the MUMMY’s arm as it pushes in deeper. 
A77 EXT CAMPUS - NIGHT (ADDED SCENE) TER 


Andy enters building. kkk 


77.INT: LEE AND SUSAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT ~ LATER 


ANDY stands in the open doorway. He looks around the room. 


Blood is splattered everywhere. Nothing remains of the funeral 
flowers except stems and leaves and florists’ stakes. 


SUSAN’S CORPSE rests calmly on the couch. She has been coarsely 
wrapped in masking tape, her right side has been left exposed. 
BELLINGHAM (V.0.) 
This is where they cut him open to 
pull out all the innards. Then they 
stuffed him with spices and flowers. 


CHRYSANTHEMUMS have been jammed into the wound in her side. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT: BELLINGHAM’S ROOM =- NIGHT 

BELLINGHAM has finished packing. He sits at the center table | 
filling out forms of one sort or another. The MUMMY CASE remains 
upright against the wall and CLOSED. 

The LIGHTS in the room all go out. In the DARKNESS... 


BELLINGHAM (0.S.) 
Damned fuses. 


CUT TO: 
INT: STAIRCASE -~ NIGHT 
Pitch blackness, but then we hear BELLINGHAM’s door open and 
there’s a narrow shaft of a FLASHLIGHT. It goes over the floor. 
and then up to the fuse box on the wall. Suddenly... 
A HAND -- 
knocks the flashlight out of BELLINGHAM’s grasp. Then there’s a 
CRACK ~= and BELLINGHAM goes down. The FLASHLIGHT rolls across 
the floor illuminating BELLINGHAM’s unconscious face. 
INT. BELLINGHAM'S ROOM DISSOLVE TO: 
CU: BELLINGHAM’S FACE -~-~ 


upright now, but his head lolls unconsciously against his 
shoulder. Wherever he is, the lights are back on again. 


Slowly BELLINGHAM’s eyes open. He straightens his head. Winces 
with the pain of doing only that little. Looks around just using 
his eyes. He finds that he’s back in... 

INT: BELLINGHAM’S ROOM ~~ NIGHT A 

Everything is as it was before -- even the CLOSED MUMMY CASE. 
Bellingham groans a little, but in relief as much as in pain. 


BELLINGHAM 
Must have -- 


But when he tries to move again, he finds he’s BEEN TIED TO A 
WOODEN CHAIR, set on the carpet in the middle of the room. 


ANDY 
Oh you're awake. 


ANDY comes up from behind BELLINGHAM, holding a large box of 
files. He spills them out underneath BELLINGHAM’s chair. 


BELLINGHAM 
That’s my Master’s Thesis! What =-=- 
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ANDY 
What am I going to do? I’m going 
to start a fire under your chair 
so that your balls catch on fire. 


BELLINGHAM is suddenly awake, sober, cautious. 


BELLINGHAM 
Why? 


ANDY 
Why do you think? You killed my 
sister and my best friend. 


BELLINGHAM 
Because? 


ANDY 
Because you wanted revenge for what 
they did to you. 


BELLINGHAM 
They deserved to be punished ~~ 


ANDY 
They didn’t deserve to die. 


BELLINGHAM 
=-= and I didn’t kill them. 


ANDY 
But your friend Lot 249 did. 


ANDY goes and opens the MUMMY CASE. The MUMMY is inside again. 


ANDY (cont) 
Yeah, I thought he’d be back. 


BELLINGHAM 
The alleged perpetrator has an 
air-tight alibi. He died three 
thousand years ago. 


ANDY 
And should make excellent kindling. 


ANDY snaps off two more fingers of the MUMMY’s left hand. He 
tosses them onto the pile of papers under BELLINGHAM’s chair. 


BELLINGHAM 
You’re crazy! You’re =-=- 


ANDY reaches into a shopping bag behind the chair and takes out a 
can of LIGHTER FLUID. He flips open the cap and squirts the 
liquid over the pile of paper and BELLINGHAM’s trouser legs. 


BELLINGHAM is terrified. Then suddenly he gets an idea. Under 
his breath, and haltingly, as he attempts to remember: 
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BELLINGHAM 
Grow, O light, come forth © light. 
Rise O light, ascend O light. 


ANDY 
Damn. Forgot the matches. 


ANDY blithely disappears, apparently not realizing that -- 
The MUMMY’s eyes glow red. 
BELLINGHAM grins, and continues less quietly: 


BELLINGHAM 
Thou who art without, come in. 
O darkness, 
Remove thyself... 


The MUMMY’s leg shifts a tiny bit. 
Dead flowers sift out of the two incisions in his torso. 


BELLINGHAM 
Remove thyself... 
Shit. How does it go? 


. 


The remaining fingers on the MUMMY’s left hand flex ominously. 
BELLINGHAM suddenly remembers, goes on with increased fervor. 


BELLINGHAM 
Remove thyself from before him, 
The Eater~of-Shadows, 
The Eater-of-Souls -- 


The MUMMY takes one step out of the CASE. Behind BELLINGHAM, 
ANDY announces, in sepulchral horror-movie intonations: 


ANDY 
The Mummy Walks... 


ANDY whips GAFFER’S TAPE over BELLINGHAM’s mouth. 


The MUMMY, stopped in mid-stride, is unbalanced, and pitches 
forward and face-down onto the carpet. 


ANDY 
The Mummy Falls Flat on His 


Fucking Face... 


A VENT opens up in the MUMMY’s shoulder-blade. A PUFF OF SMOKE 
AND DUST plumes up out of the tear. 


ANDY goes over and stands over the MUMMY. He rolls the MUMMY 
gyer with his foot. ANDY looks down into the MUMMY’s GLOWING RED 
EYES. 


ANDY (cont) 
Need a hand up, fella? 
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The MUMMY’s fingers twitch. 


ANDY reaches down for the MUMMY’s hand. Planting his foot on the 
MUMMY’s chest for leverage, ANDY JERKS THE MUMMY’S ARM OFF. 


The MUMMY exhales dust in a MOAN of pain and powerlessness. 


ANDY breaks the severed arm across the edge of the library table. 
He holds up the broken halves for BELLINGHAM’s inspection. 


ANDY 
Edward, I lied. I’m not going to set 
fire to your balls. 


ANDY tosses the halves of the MUMMY’s arm into the fireplace. He 
squirts LIGHTER FLUID over the kindling-like fragments. 


BELLINGHAM’s eyes widen. Then they look past ANDY to... 


THE MUMMY, which is slowly beginning to crawl up from the floor. 
Its stuffing spills from all its wounds. 


ANDY doesn’t see this, and continues to address BELLINGHAM: 


ANDY (cont) 
I’m not apologizing for Lee and for 
Susan of course... 


ANDY takes a book of matches from his pocket. Behind hin, 
BELLINGHAM is silent, grinning, as he watches the MUMMY struggle 
silently to its feet. 


ANDY (cont) 
And don’t worry, I’m not going to 
call the police. 


He lights a match and tosses it into the fireplace. Instantly 
the fragments of the MUMMY burst into flame. ANDY doesn’t even 
bother to watch, but turns back to BELLINGHAM: 


ANDY (cont) 
For one thing, nobody would ever 
believe that a three-thousand-year-old 
mummy really did come to life... 


BELLINGHAM tries to disguise his glee as... 
The MUMMY rises to. its feet and starts towards ANDY. 
ANDY (cont) 
Of course, that doesn’t mean that 
I’m not prepared to deal with him. 


ANDY reaches into the shopping bag he takes out an electric 
carving knife. He flicks the switch and it hums to life. 


ANDY (cont) 
Batteries. In case the fuses blow again. 
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Then without surprise, ANDY turns to face the advancing MUMMY. 
The MUMMY takes a swipe at him with its remaining arm. 

ANDY ducks and comes straight back up and =-=- 

PLOWS THE KNIFE INTO THE MUMMY’S RIGHT LEG ==- 

high on the thigh, like a chain-saw through papier mache. 


The MUMMY twists in an attempt to get away, but ANDY saws 
through. Then he grabs the severed leg and rolls away. 


The MUMMY topples onto a horrified BELLINGHAM. It tries to 
struggle upright (on one leg and the opposite arm), climbing up 
BELLINGHAM (bound and gagged and in mortal terror). 
Not bothering to watch, ANDY carves up the severed leg and tosses 
the fragments into the fireplace. They go up instantly. When 
that’s done, he turns back to the MUMMY and BELLINGHAM. 
The MUMMY is still trying to get upright, using BELLINGHAM as a 
support. ANDY approaches calmly with the CARVING KNIFE. 
BELLINGHAM’s eyes go wide with terror. 

CUT TO: 


ANDY picking up the two MUMMIFIED FINGERS from beneath 
BELLINGHAM’s chair and tossing them into the fireplace. 


ANDY 
I think that just about gets it. 


ANDY returns and brutally rips the tape off BELLINGHAM’s mouth. 


BELLINGHAM 
Get him off me! 


THE MUMMY’S HEAD -- 

is nestled in BELLINGHAM’s lap. Its eyes burn with hatred, it 
exhales dust as it tries to curse, and its parchment skin rips 
with its intense grimacing. 


ANDY 
Oh. Sure. 


ANDY picks up the MUMMY’S HEAD with fireplace tongs and drops it 
unceremoniously into the fireplace embers. 


THE MUMMY’S HEAD -- 


opens its mouth wide, begins a BREATHY SCREAM -- but then BURSTS 
INTO CONSUMING FLAME -~ and in another moment is gone. 


ANDY turns back to BELLINGHAM. 
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BELLINGHAM 
Untie me. Please. 


ANDY 
Of course. AS soon as you tell me 
where the scroll 1s. 


BELLINGHAM 
What scroll? 


ANDY 
(Patiently) 
The scroll from the Third Dynasty 
that tells you how to bring the dead back 
to life. 


BELLINGHAM is shaken by Andy's demand, He rattles unconvincingly: 


BELLINGHAM 
You don't need the scroll. it only 
works for that particular mummy, and 
Lot *249 has been totally destroyed. So 
the scroll’s worthless. Totally worthless. 


ANDY 
Then why do you care what happens to it? 


BELLINGHAM 
Because | had to track down and | had to 
rip apart 29 Third Dynasty mummies, hoping 
one of them would have that particular 
scroll inside it. 


ANDY 
So Lot #249 finally paid off...? 


BELLINGHAM 
Paid off?! Andy, nobody was even Sure 
the things actually existed! 


ANDY 
I'd love to see it again. Where is it? 
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z] ts 
BELLINGHAM remains obdurately silent. ANDY squirts more LIGHTER FLUID right 
into BELLINGHAM's lap. 


BELLINGHAM 
Cabinet on your rignt. Second drawer. 
At the back. 


CUT TO: 
CU: THE UNROLLED SCROLL IN ANDY’S HANDS 


BELLINGHAM 
It's irreplaceable! 


ANDY squirts LIGHTER FLUID over the scroll, and tosses it into the fireplace. 
it ignites instantly. 


ANDY 
© t sure as hell hope so. 


BELLINGHAM looks devastated. 


BELLINGHAM 
That scroll would have made my 
entire career. 


ANDY 
My sister and my best friend died 
because of it.. 


ANDY turns back to BELLINGHAM, but makes no move to untie him. BELLINGHAM 
tries not to show how frightened he is. 


BELLINGHAM 
Killing me won't bring them back. 


ANDY 


And if I let you live, that will bring 
them back? 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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@---: 22- a couple of DETECTIVES, the DEAN and MUSEUM DIRECTOR RREKK 
are present, and gloating over a very sullen BELLINGHAM. 


DIRECTOR 
Very few thieves would have the 
discernment to realize this was one 


of the museum's most unusual pieces. KEERE 
BELLINGHAM 
Susan Smith stole that fetish and KERR R 


she planted it here this afternoon. 
DIRECTOR 
(Cold irony) That makes perfect sense. 
Did you Know that Susan’s mother is a 
museum trustee? 
The DIRECTOR picks up a small statue. 


DIRECTOR (cont) 


Oh my, what a sensual candlestick. SARAE 
BELLINGHAM 
Polychromate clay, Chorotega, 9th century. ETETE] 


With a cold smile, the DIRECTOR puts the piece back. 
BELLINGHAM turns, sees ANDY standing in the doorway. 


DEAN EEEE] 
Good afternoon, Mr. Smith. REREE 
ANDY REESE 
Dean Murray. KEKE 
DEAN LEETE 
Andy, de you know Dr. Carey, RAE 
Curator of the university museum? REKKE 
BELLINGHAM 


Andy, I’m busy just at the moment. 

DEAN KRRKEE 
Yes, mr. Bellingham is packing. He's 
leaving the university. 


The DIRECTOR has moved over to the MUMMY CASE. He pulls 
the door open. The MUMMY CASE is empty. 
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DIRECTOR (cont) 
Pity. Would have been a nice 
acquisition. If the mummy had 
come with it. 


ANDY 
(Terrified) What happened to 
the mummy?! 


BELLINGHAM shrugs. then with bitter sarcasm: 


BELLINGHAM 
Am I thy sister’s keeper? 


ANDY 
On my god! Susan! 
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INT STAIRCASE -- DAY x% 
On the THIRD FLOOR LANDING, ANDY quitely peers over the banister. 


BELLINGHAM descends to the front door with his last suitcases. At the very 
bottom of the stairs BELLINGHAM stops and looks straight up at ANDY. 


BELLINGHAM 
Don't worry. You'll never see me again! 


Then as he starts out the door, BELLINGHAM adds, under nis breath... 


BELLINGHAM (cont) 
But I'll find a way to keep in touch... 


CUT TO: 
INT BELLINGHAM'S ROOM -- DAY iia 
The room looks scarred ~- evidently BELLINGHAM didn't intend to ask for the 


security deposit back. There's trash, gouges in the plaster, a broken window, some 
abandoned broken furniture. 


ANDY stands in the open doorway, nods with satisfaction. He starts to draw the 
door closed but then stops, having seen... 


THE CLOSED MUMMY CASE -- 
hidden behind the door in a dark corner. 


ANDY stiffens with fear for a moment, but then goes over and gives the lid of the 
MUMMY CASE a SWIFT HARD KICK. 


The wood splits straight up the middle, and the broken halves fall to either side. 


The MUMMY CASE is empty. 


CUT TO: 
ANOTHER FIRE IN BELLINGHAM’S HEARTH 


where the MUMMY's portrait f ace is consumed by flame. 


83 


REV 7/18 


75 
ANOTHER ANGLE -~ 
shows that the room 1s empty. ANDY is no longer there. 
CUT TO: 
INT MORGUE -- DAY Z% 


Standard issue. A medical PROFESSOR cheerfully instructs a knot of nervous 
medical STUDENTS in the secrets of modern forensics. 
: PROFESSOR 
And here we have the work of yet another 
would-be serial killer obsessed with ancient 
Egyptian burial practices. 


With bravura, the PROFESSOR pulls out the two trolleys bearing the bodies of LEE 
and SUSAN. 


PROFESSOR (cont) 
The perp's symbolic mummification of his 
victims turned his crimes into a sacrament 
--in his own mind at least. It was the 
murderer's intention to consecrate these 
two over-bred Preppies to the service of the 
Egyptian Gods of Death and Terror. 


MURMURS from the STUDENTS as they look at the wounds on the corpses. 
A particularly concentrated, note-scribbling EARNEST STUDENT suddenly notices 


that the chrysanthemums stuffed in SUSAN'S side have started to crumble and sift 


out. But just as the EARNEST STUDENT is about to draw the PROFESSOR’s attention 
to this... 


SUSAN'S DEAD HAND -- 


drops off the trolley and clamps over the EARNEST STUDENT’s wrist. 


He cries out, and tears his hands out of the corpse's grip. 
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EARNEST STUDENT 
She grabbed me! 


All the OTHER STUDENTS laugh, but the PROFESSOR laughs loudest. 


EARNEST STUDENT (cont) 
She did grab me! 


PROFESSOR 
it would take more than a wire coathanger 
and a pot of chrysanthemums to bring these 
two mummies back to life, Mr. Schoenfeld. 


EARNEST STUDENT 
(Still very shaken) 
What else would it take? 


PROFESSOR 
The magic words, Mr. Schoenfeld. You'd 
need the magic words. 


The STUDENTS all laugh at the EARNEST STUDENT'S expense. The PROFESSOR 
checks his watch. 


PROFESSOR (cont) 
Why don't we break for lunch? 


Over the laughter and the general noise of the class's departure, we hear 
BELLINGHAM'S VOICE O.S., intoning the incantation: 


BELLINGHAM (0.5,) 
Open Tat/ Open Nap 
Open the eyes of the Husband 


Behind everyone, on the trolley, Lee's craniumi-less head slowly turns 
towards the trolley bearing SUSAN’s corpse.. 


BELLINGHAM (0.5.) 
Open Tat/Open Nap 


The EARNEST STUDENT is the last of the general exodus. He looks back, perturbed, 
at the two corpses, then leaves and pulls the door shut behind him. SUSAN's head 
now turns towards LEE, opening its eyes to meet his gaze. 
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BELLINGHAM (0.5.) 
Open the mouth of the Wife 
SUSAN'S mouth opens in a wide grin. 
CUT TO: 
EXT AIRPORT APPROACH HIGHWAY -~ DAY bs 


A TAXI marked ‘MYSTICPORT MYSTIC TAXI” brutally changes lanes. O.S. 
we hear BELLINGHAM'S VOICE: 


BELLINGHAM (0.5.) 
And bind them both to my service 
And to the gods of Death, Terror and Revenge. 


Then the incantation dissolves into silly laughter, just like that of 
the MEDICAL STUDENTS. 


INT TAXI -- SAME TIME ae 


it looks like a 60's hippie hangout, with burning incense, guru posters, pop-art 
Seat covers, a Jefferson Airplane tape playing, and a LEFT-OVER HIPPIE DRIVER 
sucking on a joint. He glares in the rear-view mirror. 


- HIPPIE DRIVER 
Hey man, what's so fucking funny? 


In the back seat, BELLINGHAM looks at the scroll. 


BELLINGHAM 
Oh | was just thinking of this guy | know. 
Couldn't distinguish a Third Dynasty Sacred 
Scroll from a scuzzy rol] of post-Alexandrine 
pictogram porn. 


HIPPIE DRIVER 
(Mollified) 
Oh. Thought you were making fun of my cab. 
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BELLINGHAM 
Nah. | love this cab. 
(Resumes the incantation) 
Husband/Eater-of -Shadows... 
CUT TO; 
INT ANDY'S BEDROOM -- DAY bated 


Empty and quiet. There's a photograph of LEE and SUSAN on the dresser. 
BELLINGHAM's incantation continues. 


BELLINGHAM (V.0.) 
And Wife/Eater-of Souls... 


CUT TO: 
INT ANDY'S LIVING ROOM -- DAY ae 


ANDY in his easy chair, grimly listening on the phone. 


ANDY 
(into phone) 
Mommy, listen, I'm not holding anything 
back. (Listens) Yeah, | think revenge 
would be a great idea, but I've told you 
everything | know about what happened 
to Lee and Susan! 


He's interrupted. As he listens, we hear BELLINGHAM in V.O.: 
BELLINGHAM (V.0.) 
Let Them See 
Let Them Walk 


There's a KNOCK AT THE DOOR -- not a "May | come In?” knock but an awkward 
glancing blow against the wood. 


ANDY shakes his head in frustration. 
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ANDY 
(into phone) 
It doesn't matter, Mommy. Nothing's going 
to bring Lee and Susan back | have to go, 
there’s somebody at the door. 


He hangs up, shaking his head. Another KNOCK at the door. 


ANDY 
Go away. 


A much harder KNOCK. 


ANDY 
THERE'S NOBODY HOME! 


BELLINGHAM (V.0.) 
And When They Speak 
Let Us Hear Their Voice | 


: From outside the door: 


SUSAN (0.5) 
(Raspy, breathy voice) 
Andy. It's your sister. 


LEE (0.5.) 
(Raspy, breathy voice) | 
best friend... 


CUT TO: 
RESUME INT: TAXI 


BELLINGHAM grins, rolls up the scroll, and kisses it. Then he once more dissolves 
into giggling laughter. When he’s joined in laughter by the HIPPIE DRIVER, we... 


FADE OUT 
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INT. BETTY'S KITCHEN -DAY 
Betty stands at the counter, leaning against the sink. 


BETTY 
You told that very well. 


TIMMY 
Thank you. So could you please... 


BETTY looks at the clock and jumps to attention. 


BETTY 
My God, it's almost eleven. We've 
got to get things started. 


Betty moves quickly to the oven. 


TIMMY 
You know, if I'm not home by six, 
they'll come looking. 


BETTY 
Looking for what, dear? 


SHE OPENS THE DOORS. 


C.U. THE OVEN. The pit of hell. We can almost see the heat. 
And.... 


A LONG STRETCHER-LIKE PAN rolls out with an electronic hum. It's 
the perfect size to cook and baste a large piece of meat, a very 
large piece of meat. 


TIMMY'S EYES ALMOST BUG OUT OF HIS HEAD. 


Uhh..... WALES ees ! I wanted to tell 
you another story.... 


HE GRABS THE BOOK and starts hurriedly leafing through the 
volume. 


Betty returns to her butcher-block cart and begins looking over 
her implements of slaughter. 


BETTY 
Time to put the book away. 


TIMMY 
But you said this was your favorite 
book! Don't you want to hear another 
story? 
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BETTY 
We don't have time for any more 
stories. 
TIMMY 
But I haven't told you the best one 
yet, I had to stop reading it twice 
because it got me so scared. 
Betty is toying with one of her slaughtering tools, getting the 
feel of it, testing the weight. 
BETTY 
Really? Which one was it? 
TIMMY 
It's the one about the old man who's 
so rich, but he lives in this big 
old house all by himself....well 
almost by himself... 
) Betty pauses for a moment. 


BETTY 
Oh, yes. That one always scared me, 
too, OK, this'll be the last story. 
And you have to make it quick. 


TIMMY 
I will, I promise, Anyway, so this 
old man, his name's Drogan. Old man 
Drogan had a big problem.... 


Betty starts polishing her odd cooking tools as she listens. 
TIMMY 
....80 he hired a man to help him 


with his problem...a very pro- 
fessional man.... 


DISSOLVE TO: 
89. EXT. AN ENORMOUS VICTORIAN MANSION 
....all dark wood and weathered gray stone. 
THE ANGLE EMPHASIZES a circular driveway which runs in and out 
b of a roofed portico. Somewhat incongruous in that portico of the 


expected Bentley or Rolls, a NEW YORK TAXICAB IS PARKED. 


It's twilight. A cold, white sun is sinking just below the bare 
winter trees. 
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89 Cont. EXT: DROGAN'S MANSION = EVENING 


Stepping out of the cab is HALSTON. He looks around with 
steely eyes, suspicious, alert. The CABBIE leans out his 
window. 


CABBIE 
Dat's eighty~foh dollahs, plus 
da tolls comes ta eighty~seven. 


HALSTON is reaching for his wallet when the dry, cracking 
VOICE of a very old man calls from OS. 


VOICE (OS) 
Here, Mr. Halston. Here. 


HALSTON looks toward the front door of the house. It's 
open, and sitting there in a wheelchair, barely visible 

in the dark cavity, is DROGAN. He's holding something out 
toward HALSTON, waving it. An envelope. 


_ DROGAN 
b You are Mr. Halston, aren't you? 


ei HALSTON 
Yeah. That's me. 


DROGAN 
(irritated) s 
Well here, then. Here. 


He flaps the envelope violently, as if annoyed that it's 
still in his hand. HALSTON approaches slowly, cautiously. 
When he gets close, he can see (and so can we) that 
DROGAN is as old as his voice sounds. Old and decrepit, 
ready to die. And there's something else. He looks 
terrified. 


HALSTON takes the envelope, opens the flap, sees a thick 
wad of bills. 


. DROGAN (contd) 
Two hundred. For the cabbie. 
To make certain he'll wait. 


Before HALSTON can speak, DROGAN spins his wheelchair 
around (it's the electric motorized kind, it WHINES when 
it moves) and goes rolling off to be swallowed by the 

) cold darkness inside the mansion. 


HALSTON strolls back to the taxicab and hands the envelope 
to the DRIVER. 


HALSTON 
Wait here. 


SNE EERE TInt EE Eero eee 
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CABBIE 
(fingering the money) 
I ain't goin' nowhere, pal. 
Take yer time. 
INT; <FOYER - WITH TAXICAB - EVENING kkk 


HALSTON approaches the front door. Behind him, the CABBIE 
shuts off his engine and, with that, the place gets very, 
very quiet. WE ARE WATCHING the action from the far end 
of the main hallway, from a LOW ANGLE. The CAMERA LENS 

is only inches off the floor. 


The house is musty and dark. The furniture is all from 
the twenties and thirties, there are tapestries that are 
twice their weight with dust, the drapes look as though 
they've never been down for cleaning. The floors are dull 
and scratched, the orientals frayed, and the various metals 


are oxidized so badly that silver, gold, brass all look 
black now. 


HALSTON closes the front door behind him and moves toward 
us down the hallway. When he turns into a large sitting 
room, the CAMERA GLIDES out from its position to keep 
him in view. It's as though the CAMERA is alive, a small 
animal, low to the floor, watching the stranger. 
INT: SITTING ROOM ~ EVENING RAKE 

In the sitting room, old man DROGAN has stationed his 
wheelchair near the fireplace. There is a cord of wood, 
normally found stacked outdoors, stacked along the mantle 
wall. DROGAN struggles, from his chair, with a log from 
the stack, tossing it onto the fire. Then he pokes around 
with an enormous tool that resembles the Devil's trident. 


DROGAN 
I want you to make a hit. I 
understand that is what you do. 


HALSTON Grifts in closer. He's in his mid-thirties, un- 
remarkable to look at, but he moves with an easy, deadly 
grace, like a human shark. 


HALSTON 
How'd you get my name? 


DROGAN 
I talked with a man named Saul 
Loggia. He says you ... know 
him. 


HALSTON nods recognition but he stays alert, suspicious. 
(after all, this old guy is pretty weird.) 
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HALSTON 
Who do you want hit? 


DROGAN presses a button and his wheelchair BUZZES forward 
making a SOUND like a fly caught in a bottle. The Devil's 
trident is still in his clenched fist, pointed straight up, 
like an oversized fork in the hand of a hungry troll. 
DROGAN looks insane. 


DROGAN 
Your victim is ... right behind 
you. 


HALSTON spins around, falling to one knee. His hand shoots 
inside his specially tailored sportscoat. He pulls out a 
long~barrelled .44 magnum and aims it at ... 


... a cat, Its face is an even split, half black, half 
white. Its eyes are huge in the gloom of the sitting room 
and caught in each circular black pupil is a prism of 
firelight, like a sullen coal of hate. 


HALSTON and the cat stare at each other for a moment, each 


tensed for action. Then HALSTON puts his gun away and 
stands up. 


HALSTON 
I oughta kill you for that. I 
don't like jokes. 


DROGAN 
I don't make jokes. Sit down. 
Here. 


The old man has produced another envelope and he's 
extending it toward HALSTON. The hit-man composes him- 
self. He looks back down at the spot where the cat stood 
a moment ago ... the animal is gone. 


DROGAN (contd) 
Halston. Sit down and look in 
the envelope. 


HALSTON takes the envelope from the old man's hand. 
There's money inside, old wrinkled bills like the ones he 
gave the CABBIE, only these are all fifties and hundreds. 


DROGAN (contd) 
Six thousand dollars. There will 
be another six when you bring me 
proof that the cat has ... ended 
its time on earth. 
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HALSTON 
I don't believe this. You hired me to 
knock off a cat? 


DROGEN 
That cat has killed three people in 
this household. That leaves me. I 
am old, I am sick...but I prefer 
to die in my own time. 


Drogan motors past Halston who has a bemused look on his face. 
Old man Drogan sure does sound a little mad. 


As the old man motors out the door to the foyer... 


DROGAN 
He's very friendly...at first. I 
need not explain anything, Mr. 
Halston, but I will. I feel the 
need to justify myself so you won't 
think me mad. 


91A.°INT. THE FOYER ~ NIGHT 
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Drogan motors across the marble floor with Halston following 
him obediently. 
DROGAN 

This is quite a mansion, don't you 

think, Mr. Halston? Quite a mansion. 

Over the years I filled this place 

with...everything. Everything you could 

want. Everything you could ever 

want. 


INT. DINING ROOM ~ FLASHBACK - MORNING 
As Drogan comes from the foyer toward the dining room... 


DROGAN 
There used to be four of us here. 


RKKE 
KEKE 
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DROGAN (contd) 
Myself, my sister, Amanda, her 
lifelong friend, Carolyn Broadmoor, 
of the Westchester Broadmoors ... 
she was badly afflicted with 
emphysema ... and Richard Gage, 
a hired man, with the family for 
forty years. He drove, cooked 
the meals, did the chores. 


WE SEE breakfasttable, formal though somewhat tattered. HERS 
The CAMERA FEATURES individuals as DROGAN mentions 
them. 


DROGAN's sister, AMANDA, is right out of Tennessee Williams. 
She wears lots of lacy layers and lots of jewelry. Her 
hair is puffed up in a prom-night "do." She dressed as 
a “junior-miss" even though she's a good seventy years old. 


Her friend, CAROLYN BROADMOOR, is much dowdier, dressed 
all in dark blues and gloomy browns; she droops over the 
table, picking at her food, constantly gasping for breath, 
coughing into Kleenexes and tossing them, used, into a 
shopping bag she has hanging from her chair-back. 


`- RICHARD GAGE is not only sloppily dressed, for a servant, 


but he's unpleasant in every way, rude, audacious, care~ 


less about serving. Plates drop noisily, wine spills when 
poured. 4 


DROGAN, himself, sits at the head of the table. There's 
no joy, there's no conversation. The scene is dreadful. 


DROGAN (0S) 
We lived together for two years. 
We weren't very happy. We weren't 
happy at all. We were a dull 
collection of rich cld people 
whose only pleasure was to see 
who would outlive who. 


OMIT 


EXT. MANSION (FLASHBACK) - DAY 


DROGAN (v/o) 
Then ... the cat came! 


(His VOICE continues narrating.) RICHARD GAGE is out in 
the circular driveway hosing down a big, black limousine. 


_ en 
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He looks up, startled, when the cat jumps up onto the hood 
of the car. Its back is arched, it looks mean. 


DROGAN (0S) 
It was Gage who saw it first. 


GAGE squirts water at the animal. It jumps off the car 
but turns, feet planted in the weed-covered lawn, and looks 
at the man defiantly. GAGE throws a stick at it. He - 
picks up stones from the driveway and throws them as well. 
The cat is hit, squarely, several times. It doesn't run. 
It doesn't even flinch. It just stands there, staring. 


DROGAN (OS contd) 
For days, weeks, he tried to drive 
it away ... but it wouldn't go. 


EXT: DROGAN'S MANSION - (FLASHBACK) ~, RAY EES 


WE SEE the house at night. CRICKETS CHIRP loudly as the 
delivery door to the back pantry SQUEAKS open and GAGE's 
hand reaches out into the moonlight setting a bowl full 
of Little Friskies on the stoop. 


DROGAN (OS) 
I instructed Gage to put out 
poisoned food. 


GAGE watches from the pantry window. The cat strolls out 
of the near-by bushes, steps over to the Friskies, turns 
up its nose and walks away. 


DROGAN (OS contd) 
The cat ignored it. It was little 
more than skin and bones. It was — 
starving. Yet for ten days and 
nights, it walked away from the 
poisoned bowl. 


kkkk* 


KEKE 


INT. KITCHEN/PANTRY (FLASHBACK) - DAY eeKE 
DROGAN {v/o) kaKK 


At that point, my sister, Amanda, 
noticed the animal. She's the one 
who took it in. 
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RKEK 


CLOSE ON - A BOWL 
ef fresh milk being poured. 


AMANDA 
Look at the poor thing. It's 
starving. 


We're in the huge kitchen of the house. The cat is 
attacking the milk, lapping up every drop. AMANDA spoons 
out some tuna fish while CAROLYN BROADMOOR looks on, her 
Kleenex and dispos<a-bag in hand. 


CAROLYN 
Is oo hungwy, darwing? (cough) 
Is oo (cough) hungwy? 


DROGAN 
Cats aggravate emphysema, Carolyn. 
Get rid of the filthy thing. 


AMANDA 
) Cats aggravate my brother, Carolyn. 
{ Don't pay any attention. 


DROGAN has motored into the kitchen. He's got that lethal- 
looking poker, the Devil's trident, in his fist. His chair 


is rolling straight for the bowl of milk, straight for the 
cat. 


DROGAN 
I WANT IT OUT OF HERE, AMANDA! 
EITHER OUT OF HERE OR DEAD! 
WHICH IS IT TO BEEEEEE? 


DROGAN's chair is quite close to the cat now. ‘The old man 


raises the poker high in the air. The cat looks up, baring 
its teeth and HISSING like a cornered demon. 


AMANDA throws herself in front of the up-raised poker with 
all the dramatic flair of a silent-movie heroine. 


AMANDA 
DON'T YOU DARE STRIKE THIS CAT! 
THIS CAT IS MINE! IT'S MY LITTLE 
PET! 


] She snatches the cat up into her arms and backs across the 
4 room. 


AMANDA (contd) % 
YOU HATE CATS! YOU ALWAYS HAVE! 


ft ft 
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DROGAN 
NO, SISTER. YOU'RE WRONG. I 
DON'T HATE CATS. CATS HATE 
MEEEEEEE! DON'T YOU SEE? WE'RE 
IN DANGER! ALL OF US! IN DANGER! 
AS LONG AS THAT ANIMAL IS IN THIS 
HOUSE! 


98. INT: DINING ROOM - (PRESENT-DAY) - EVENING **** 


CLOSE UP ~ DROGAN'S FACE, still twitching and now 
starting to sweat. 


AMANDA and CAROLYN are in the background. ERES 


DROGAN 
I TRIED TO WARN THEM. YOU'LL 
FIND OUT, I SAID. YOU'LL FIND 
OUT! YOU'LL ... FIND ....0U...- 


The old man gasps for air. He fumbles in a pocket and 
comes up with a pill bottle. He dumps a couple of tablets 
out and eats them dry. 


The cat, on HALSTON's lap, opens its eyes when it hears 
the old man's distress. It watches, contentedly, as 
DROGAN fights for breath. 


HALSTON 
You alright? - 


DROGAN 

Yes. I'll be fine ... I'll be 
fine ... Good old Tri-Dormal-c. 

fhe holds the bottle 

up, rattling the 

pills inside) © 
You knew who I am, Gon't you? 
That is, you know where my money 
comes from? 


HALSTON 
Drogan Pharmaceuticals. 


DROGAN 
Yes. One of the biggest drug 
companies in America, Mr. Halston, 
and the cornerstone of our 
financial success has been this ... 
(again he rattles 
the pills) 
Tri-Dormal-phenobarbin, compound 
G., It's a combinaticn pain-killer, 
tranquilizer, and mild hallucinogen. 
(HORS) ; 


kkkk 


98pt. INT FOYER 
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DROGAN (contd) 
It's remarkably ... helpful tə 
those of us who are fighting 
the debilitating effects of aging. 


HALSTON 

It's also remarkably expensive. 

KAKK 
I read all about it, Drogan. 
That stuff's one step up from 
street junk. You musta known 
just who to pay off to squeak 
by the F.D.A. 


DROGAN 
Yes, and you've done well yourself, 
Mr. Halston ... "squeaking by” the 
authorities. Saul Loggia knows 
of at least two dozen ... er see 
“jobs” ... that you've done for 
various members of the professional 
community ... 


HALS TON 
Okay, so we each know who it is 
we're dealin' with. So finish 
tellin’ me about the cat. 


INT. CORRIDOR (FLASHBACK) - MORNING SEAS 


DROGAN f 
The cat... ah, yes. The cat. 


DROGAN stares at the animal, his face painted with hate. 
The cat closes its eyes and re-positions its head under 
HALSTON's stroking fingers. 


DROGAN (contd) 
The cat killed them. All of them. 
I warned them, but they wouldn't 
listen. They found out! They 
found out! 


KEK 


AMANDA DROGAN, in a nightgown worthy of Vivien Leigh, is 
mincing along the rail of an upstairs balcony. She is 
carrying an economy-size box of Kitty Treats. 


AMANDA 

Awwww, de pooo widdle kiddy wants 
its midnight snackie-poo ... then 
it wantsoo go out and do potty ... 


The cat, its claws CLICKING on the hardwood floor, keeps 
pace with AMANDA, almost tripping her several times as it 
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prances between her mincing feet. They are approaching 
the wide stairway that curves down to the foyer. A 
grandfather-clock is STRIKING twelve. 


DROGAN (0S) 
My sister met her death at mid- 
night. She was going downstairs 
eee to the kitchen ... we heard 
her scream. 


At the top of the stairs, the cat rubs against AMANDA's 
frail, unsteady legs. The old woman topples forward. 

The Kitty Treats spray out into the air as she does a 
spectacular tumble, head-over~heels, to the bottom. Her 
old bones shatter when she hits, head first, on the foyer!s 
Italian marble floor. Her ears run blood and a dark red 
puddle forms. The Kitty Treats soak some of it up. 


From the head of the stairs, the cat looks down. CAROLYN 
BROADMOOR comes waddling along the balcony, coughing, 
leaving a trail of Kleenexes. 


CAROLYN 
AMANDA? WHAT HAPPENED, AMANDA? 


DROGAN (OS) 
Death by accident, the coroner 
said. But I knew. 


CAROLYN looks down and sees AMANDA's broken body. 
CAROLYN's cough worsens ... and worsens ... and worsens. 


The cat looks up and watches her with an expression that's 
amost a grin. 


HALSTON PARE 
Why didn't you get rid cf the cat Gabe 
then? With Amanda gone? 
DROGAN AAA 
Oh, I tried, Mr. Halston. I tried. 
OMIT KKKEK 
INT: CORRIDOR ` = (FLASHBACK) ~ DAY kkk% 


DROGAN is motoring, full steam, down an upstairs hallway. 
He's in a night-shirt and he's got a sleeping-cap on his 
head, He's waving that trident-shaped poker wildly in the 
air. He really looks deranged. 


OnE ENN ENNINNONNNT IE 
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DROGAN 
I'LL KILL IT! I'LL KILL IT! 
JUST LET ME IN THERE AND I'LL 
KILL IT! 


DROGAN (0S) 
Carolyn Broadmoor locked the cat 
in her room. 


CAROLYN, coughing consumptively, barely manages to open 
the door to her bedroom. She retreats inside, slamming 
the door shut just as old DROGAN gets there. He crashes 
his chair into the dark oak jamb and starts to pound 
with his trident, WHAM! WHAM! WHAM! WHAM! 


DROGAN 

I'LL KILL ate I'LL KIIIIILLLLL ... 
INT. CAROLYN'S ROOM - DA eA 
Inside the room, OEK sets down the bowl of milk, her 
coughs sending monstrous tremors up and down her body, 
then she locks and bolts and chains the door shut. The 
POUNDING of the trident and DROGAN'S ANGRY SHOUTS come 
from the other side. CAROLYN flings her back against the 
door in a silent-movie pose (the heroine locking out the 
villainous landlord) borrowed from the late AMANDA's 
xepertoire. 


The cat calmly walks over for a drink. It fishes a 
Kleenex out of the bowl. It seems irritated that so 
much milk has been spilled. 


DROGAN (0S) 
She was hysterical, obsessed. 
She thought Amanda's soul had 
entered the cat. Now it was her 
job to love that catthe way she 
had loved Amanda. 


OMIT eng 


INT. CAROLYN'S ROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK) kkk k 


DROGAN 
My mother told me once ... that 
cats like to get babies and old 
people when they're asleep ... 
and steal their breath. 
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Carolyn is asleep on her spinster’s bed, breath rasping in and 


out of 


her damaged lungs when suddenly... 


THE CAT HOPS UP AT THE FOOT OF THE BED and stares at her with 
those lambent, black/green eyes. The cat creeps closer, coming 
right up the bed toward Carolyn's face until it's almost nose-to- 
nose with her. 


It lies down, settling its weight on the poor old woman's neck, 
covering her mouth, her nose, with its fur. 


She starts to gasp. Her eyes open. The cat digs its claws in, 
pushing harder against the woman's face. She reaches up with 
trembling hands. She tries to push the animal away, but she 


can't. 


She tries to scream, but her cries are muffled, lost in 


the fur. The cat's claws dig in harder. 


INT. THE MANSION - SERIES OF SHOTS - NIGHT EX Ee 
The grandfather clock strikes twelve. CAROLYN BROADMOOR'S KEEK 
SCREAMS can be heard everywhere....in the library, the foyer, KEET 
the sitting room...and finally in that long corridor outside her **** 
bedroom. Suddenly... XERE 
DORGAN APPEARS FULL FRAME. ERER 
DROGAN 

Carolyn died at midnight as well. 

Suffocated in her bed. The coroner 

said natural causes in her case. But 

again ... I knew. 
INT. LIBRARY - (PRESENT-DAY) — NIGHT TERR 


Halston is sitting across the room listening patiently. 


HALSTON 
What'd you do then? SRA 
DROGAN KKK 
I told Gage to get get rid of the eR 
vile thing. It took him almost an REE 
hour to find the cat and trap it. RKEK 
Without concern for the hour, I sent TEES 
him out....to Milford....to the kkkk 
veterinarian there...to have the KERA 
beast put away...once and for RERE 
re eee 
Halston smiles slightly. He can anticipate what's coming. REKK 
DROGAN 
I called ahead to the vet... = EERE 


OMIT 
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INT LIMO/MANSION - FLASHBACK/PRESENT - NIGHT KKKK 
NOTE: This scene will be shot onstage with DROGAN in eee 
the foreground. Par 
DROGAN. 
ee ; A "But, 
Mr. Drogan," he said ... “It's 


midnight” 


DROGAN pulls the phone away from his ear. His eyes go 
wide. Somewhere nearby, the grandfather clock starts to 
CHIME ... BONG! BONG! BONG! 


kkk k 


GAGE is driving fast. The SOUND of the clock overlaps. 
BONG! BONG! BONG! The wicker basket is on the front 
seat. The cat's black-and-white head suddenly pokes 
out. 


GAGE looks. Too late! The cat leaps! ECNG! BONG! 


The cat's talons rake into one of GAGE's eyes, puncturing 
it, deflating it, blinding it. GAGE SCREAMS. The cat's 

other paw hooks over the bridge of his nose, digging in, 

bringing blood. Lots of blood. 


Through the windshield, WE SEE the car veer off the road. 
WE HEAR the SQUEAL of tires over the cat's YOWLING 
BONG! BONG! 


The cat is spread-eagled over GAGE's face like some huge 
furry black spider, ears laid back, green eyes glaring 
like spotlights from hell. Its back legs jitter and dig 
into the soft flesh of the old man's neck. Both GAGE's 
hands come up now ... up off the steering wheel. 


Through the windshield, WE SEE a bridge abutment looming. 


The cat jumps down. GAGE sees ... BONG! ... a flash of 
white concrete in the windshield just before impact. 


BONG! 


INT: LIBRARY . ~ (PRESENT-DAY) - EVENING RAKE 


DROGAN stares across at the hit-man. The original terror 


that HALSTON saw on his face at the front door has 
returned. 


‘ DROGAN 
A week later ... on the day Dick 
Gage was buried ... the cat came 
back. 


93 


HALSTON 
It surived a high-speed car crash? 
Hard to believe. 


DROGAN 
Nine lives, you know, Mr. Halston 
esa Nine soo evil ... demonic ase 
lives. 


HALSTON 
Nobody actually witnessed the deaths 
you described. How can you be sure 
the cat had anything to do with 
them? 


DROGAN 
I'm sure. It killed them. It 
killed them all. And I'm next. 


The old man maneuvers his BUZZING wkeelchair even closer 
to the couch where HALSTON is sitting. His voice drops 
to a near whisper and his trembling is audible on his 
breath. 


DROGAN (contd) 
I'm afraid of it, Halston. I've 
lived with it for the last four 
months. It skulks around in the 
shadows ... watching me. It's 
waiting ... it's torturing me by 
waiting. 


The cat looks calmly up inte old DROGAN's eyes. It seems 
to be grinning again, the nasty grin of an evil imp. 


DROGAN (contd) 
It's a hellcat, you see. A sort 
of ... demon. It's been sent to 
punish me. 


DROGAN is quivering all over now, and a phlegm-filled 
cough is boiling up inside his throat. He shivers more 
pills out of his ever-present bottle and gobbles them dry 
as he did the ones before. 


HALSTON 
Earlier you said... "I don't hate 
cats, cats hate me.” Now you say 
this cat's here to punish you. 
What's it all about, Drogan? 


Slowly, the old man lifts his pill bottle. He shakes it 
and the pills inside rattle like a diamondback's tail. 
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fhe cat HISSES, angrily, as though it hates the SOUND, 
as though it hates the pills themselves. 


DROGAN 
Tri-Dormal-G, Mr. Halston. 
That's what it's about. Tri- 
Dormal-G. 


HALSTON 
I don't get it. 


DROGAN 
It's a synthetic. It was 
developed in the mid-fifties 
in our New Jersey labs ... 
before the laws were passed that 
protect laboratory animals. Our 
testing of Tri-Dormal-G was 
confined almost solely to cats, 
because of the unique quality 
of the feline nervous system. 


HALSTON 
How many did you wipe out? 


DROGAN 
Over four years of testing ... 
five thousand cats ... uh see 
expired. 


The cat turns deliberately and looks up into the hit-man's 
face. It looks him right in the eye, and HALSTON is 
visibly disturbed by it. It's as though the cat is 
studying him to gauge his reaction to DROGAN's confession. 


HALSTON 
{to the cat) 
Five thousand o' your buddies 
get wasted. So they send you 
back to settle the score with 
Drogan, here, is that the deal, 
pussy cat? 


DROGAN 
Don't make light of it, Halston. 
I warn you. 


HALSTON 
I never make light of any matter 
involving twelve thousand dollars, 
Drogan. 


DROGAN 
Does that mean you'll take the job? 
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HALS TON 
I'll do it now, if you want me 
to. I'll snap its neck. It 
won't even know ... 


All the while, HALSTON's long, muscular fingers have been 
massaging the cat's head and shoulders. Now, as he speaks, 
those fingers tighten slowly into a killing grip. 


The cat HOWLS, a devilish sound that seems as though it 
should have come from a much larger, much stronger animal. 
It twists its body violently and claws its way out from 
beneath HALSTON's fingers. It scrambles up his chest, 

up and over his head, leaving bloody marks on his cheeks. 


HALSTON (contd) 
SON OF A BITCH! 


He reacts, trying to grab the cat, but the animal is much 
too fast. It leaps off the back of the couch and darts 
out of the sitting room, a blur against the antique 
oriental. 


DRCGAN 
It's not going to be that easy, 
Mr. Halston. 


The hit-man pulls cut a handkerchief and dabs at his bloody 
scratches. 


HALSTON 
Don't worry, Drogan. I'11 kill 
your cat for you. 


DROGAN 
Good. Kill it! Bury it! Bring 
me the tail so I can throw it in 
the fire and watch it burn! 


DROGAN spins his chair around and motors, full speed, 
toward the foyer. HALSTON is taken by surprise. He 
stands at the couch. 


DROGAN (contd) 
I'm going in to the city. That's 
why I made certain the taxi would 
wait. 


HALSTON's mouth drops open as he watches the mad old 


millionaire's twitching, sweating, BUZZING flight across 
the room. 


DROGAN (contd) 
There's food. There's liquor. 
(HORE) 
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DROGAN (contd) 
fhere’s ... everything ... every~ 
thing you could want. Ha ha ha 
ess everything you could ever 
want. 


EXT: DROGAN'S MANSION =< NIGHT 
CLOSE ON = THE TRUNK OF THE TAXICAB 


as the DRIVER's hands set DROGAN's wheelchair, folded 
compactiy, inside. 


The DRIVER slams the trunk and hurries forward to his seat. 
DROGAN CAN BE SEEN in the rear, popping a few more Tri- 
Dormal-G's. 


HALSTON watches from the front door as the taxi pulls off, 
down the circular driveway and away from the house. 


INT: FOYER ~ NIGHT 


kkkk 


. HALSTON turns into the huge foyer, swinging the front 


door closed behind him, shutting out the NIGHT SOUNDS. 

He looks across the dusty expanse, quite dark now, with 
only an occasional lamp lit. He starts to walk, his soft 
soles SQUEAKING on the Italian marble. 


HALSTON 
Okay, cat. It's only you and me 
now. Jesus Christ! I don't 
believe this. Crazy old fucker. 
Heh heh, crazy old RICH FUCKER ... 
HOW 'BOUT IT, CAT? 


His voice echoes through the cavernous place and comes 
back to him out of the far dark corners. He stops, 
thinking he hears something else, 


After a moment of silence, with HALSTON looking this way 


and that, he moves off again, heading for the over-sized 
dining room. 


INT: SITTING ROOM - NIGHT kkk 
The sitting room is full of dark shadows, some of them re 


moving with the sway of the curtains at the moonlit bay 
window beyond the dinner table. 


HALSTON feels around the wall just inside the dining room 
archway. He finds a light switch. He clicks it on and 
‘dim, very dim light comes from the three (of about thirty- 
three) flame-shaped bulbs that are not burned out in the 
overhead chandelier. There's a marble-topped wet-bar 
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across the room, and HALSTON swaggers over to it. He 
opens the bar doors, finding glasses and a few dusty, 
almost empty bottles of cheap rot-gut Liquor. 


HALSTON 

Everything you could ever want. 
Hahi Look at this shit. Why is 
it that rich guys always buy the 
cheap shit. Hey, cat. I'm gonna 
be rich some day. And I'm gonna 
buy nothin' but the best. All 
the time. 


He pours himself a glassful of whiskey and moves off 
toward the pantry. 


INT: KITCHEN - NIGHT ei 


The pantry leads to the huge kitchen we saw in the flash- 
backs earlier. HALSTON crosses to a bank of refrigerator 
doors which are built right into a wall. He swings one 
open, then another. Inside is a sparse collection of 
items, a few eggs, a container of milk, one or two un- 
appetizing remnants wrapped in clear Saran. 


HALSTON 
Everything you could ever want. 
Shit. 


HALSTON reaches into an ice-storage bucket in the freezer 
and grabs a handful of cubes. He is just dropping those 
cubes into his whiskey when the cat streaks past his head, 
HOWLING inhumanly. Its claws slice his cheek open just 
beside the scratches made earlier on the couch. 


HALSTON CRIES OUT in pain and anger. He spins, spilling 
most of his whiskey, his ice cubes flying across the 
room. He can just see the cat's black and white tail 
jetting around the corner into the pantry. 


HALSTON (contd) 
HEY, YOU LITTLE MOTHERFUCKER! 
NOBODY HITS ME TWICE! NO-FUCKIN'~ 
BODY HITS ME TWICE! 


Pulling his magnum from its holster under that tailored- 
to-conceal sports coat, HALSTON charges to the pantry 
door, rage red in his eyes. 


He sees the cat turn a corner into the dining room. He 
raises his gun and starts to squeeze the trigger ... then 
he gets control of himself. 
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HALSTON 
Can't get hot. Can't let your- 
self get hot. Ever. You make 
mistakes when you get hot. What 
am I talkin', make mistakes? 
Like this was a real knock-off 
I was doin' here.. Jesus. A cat. 
Twelve long ones to take out a cat. 


Snickering, he walks back over to the fridge. He grabs 
more ice, dumps it in his almost empty drink and heads 
back toward the dining room. 


INT: DROGAN'S MANSION - NIGHT 


He still has his gun out when he reaches the bar.. With 
the same hand that holds the weapon, he grabs the whiskey 
bottle, un-corked from before, and pours a generous 
amount over the ice in his glass. 


HALSTON 
Come on, cat. Let's get this 
over with. 


As he lifts the glass to drink, he notices a stain on the 
sleeve of his jacket, a blood stain. He looks and sees 
another, higher, near the elbcw. i 3 


HALSTON (contd) 
Aw, what is this? What is this 
shit? Oh, no. No! This is a 
five hundred dollar jacket here. 


He loves that tailored jacket and hates to see it stained. 
He reaches up and feels the hot wetness on his cheek. The 
cuts are bleeding badly, running rivulets down his neck. 
His shirt collar is soaked and there's a spreading red 
blot on the jacket's lapel. 


Setting down his gun and his drink, HALSTON gingerly 
takes off the coat, careful not to get any more blood 

on it. (WE CAN SEE his fancy leather shoulder-holster 
now.) When he notices the large red blot on the lapel, 
some of the rage we saw earlier boils up into his face 
again. He tosses the jacket over a chair~back, picks up 
gun and drink, takes a long pull of whiskey, sets the 
glass back down and chugs off toward the foyer. 


EALSTON (contd) 
You'll be sorry you messed with 
me, you little shit. I got a 
reason to kill you now. 
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INT: DROGAN'S MANSION = NIGHT 


In the foyer, HALSTON looks at his choices. There are 
several rooms that break off the central hall, one of 
them is the sitting room where he and old man DROGAN had 
their evening chat. Beyond that is another room with a 
large entrance arch and sliding doors. The doors are not 
quite shut. There's an opening between them of about ten 
inches ... enough for the cat to slip through. HALSTON 
heads for those doors. 


INT: DROGAN'S MANSION ~ NIGHT 


The room is pitch black inside. HALSTON slides the doors 
oven a little wider and squeezes himself into the darkness. 
He feels around the wall to his left, finds a switch and 
clicks it. No lights come on. 


HALSTON 
Drogan, you cheap bastard. 


YEEZEEOQOOWL! The cat SCREECHES. It runs right past 
HALSTON's feet. It stays in the room. HALSTON's eyes 
squint. In the narrow strip of light coming through the 
doors from the foyer, he spots a large snooker table in 
the middle of the room. The cat leaps up on it and dis~ 
appears on the other side. 


HALSTON slams the sliding doors shut. Now the room is 
xuly black. 


HALSTON (contd) 
Gotcha. You're trapped, shitface. 


He sticks his hands out in front of him like a blind 
person. He is blind in this blackness. He heads toward 


that billiard table, toward the big light with the 
Tiffany shade that hangs over the billiard table. 


KER-CLUNK! He trips over something. It startles him, but 
he keeps his balance and he keeps moving toward his goal. 


Finally, he gets there. His hands stretch out toward the 
overhead light, his fingers feeling around for a switch. 
he finds one ... CLICK! 


SCREEEEBEEEEE! There's the cat, sitting on the light- 
shade. Patches of yellow and red and green project from 
the leaded glass when the light comes on, making its 
face look hideous, 


HALSTON almost jumps out of his Florsheims. He dances 


back several steps and brings up his magnum. The cat just 
sits there, HISSING nastily, but not moving. 
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Gradually, a slight smile breaks across HALSTON's face. 
‘Moving slowly, so as not to startle the animal, he 
“holsters his weapon. 


HALSTON (contd) 
Come on, kitty. Let's be friends 
again. How ‘bout it? Whatd'ya 
say? We'll go in by the fire 
where we were before a.. you'll 
sit on my lap again ... and I'll 
snap your neck. Whatd'ya say? 


He's moving toward the cat now, slowly lifting his hands 
toward it. The cat's eyes seem to glow from within as it 
stares piercingly at the man, whose hands are getting 
closer, closer ... WHAP! The cat leaps! 


HALSTON grabs for it but misses clean. The Tiffany shade 


swings, projecting little patches of color all over the 
room now in dizzying elipses. 


The cat scrambles over a big leather armchair. HALSTON 
hits that same chair a second too late. The chair spills 
over onto the floor taking a stand-up ashtray with it. 


The cat runs across a book shelf. HALSTON is right 
behind, spilling books, tossing them to the floor, his 
clutching hands missing the animal by mere inches. 


The cat skitters across the back of a green leather sofa. 
HALSTON dives, misses again, loses his grip and tumbles 


over the sofa back, falling to the floor with a tremendous 
THUD. 


He can't help himself. He starts to laugh. He pulls 
himself up and looks around the room. From high on 
another book shelf, the cat looks down. Seeing the smug 
expression on the animal's face, HALSTON laughs harder. 


HALSTON 
You're beatin' me, pal. You're 
beatin' me good. I'm tryin' too 
hard. 


CUT TO: 
INT: GAME ROOM | « NIGET kkkk 
KLACK! A cue ball knocking a red into a pocket, HALSTON 


is shooting snooker. He's good at it. He walks around 


the table for another shot, glancing up toward the high 
book shelves as he moves, 
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The cat strolls among the leather-bound volumes, never 
taking its eyes off the hit-man below. 


HALSTON 
I got nothin' against you, you 
know. No. In fact, I kind of 
like you. You're a lot like me. 
A hit-man. Heh heh heh. 


HALSTON takes another shot. Makes it. He walks around 
to another bumper following the cue ball. The cat still 
strolls among the classics above. 


HALSTON (contd) 
Hey. Did you really bump off 
those three old turds? Hey. 
IË you did, more power to ya. 
It sounded to me like they 
deserved to go. You, you don't 
deserve to go. You're alright. 
Hell, I'd take you home with me 
if I wasn't worried you'd run 
away and come back here. 


He leans over the table, one leg up, reaching for a tough 
angle. He shoots, slow and easy. He watches the balls 
roll. : 


“HALSTON (contd) 
Nope. I can't take you home with 
me. I gotta kill ya. No choice. 


The target ball falls into a pocket and HALSTON looks up 
from the table. The cat isn't on the book shelf. 


SCREEEEEEE-~AAAAAA! HALSTON's one leg is still up on the 
table when the cat leaps at his crotch, claws out, digging. 
The pain is gigantic, terrible. HALSTON SCREAMS. He 
staggers away from the table and the cat hangs'on, a 
spitting coiled spring of fury, clawing at the man's balls. 
HALSTON topples to the floor. He still has the billiard 
cue in his hand. He tries to beat the cat off, tries to 
shove it away, but it hangs on, clawing, chewing, YOWLING 
inhumanly, the voice of a woman in pain or in the throes 
of sexual climax. 


HALSTON rolls over again, trying to get his hand on his 
pistol. His feet accidentally kick the sliding doors. 
They open slightly. The cat lets go of the man's crotch 
and jets through the opening, escaping into the foyer. 
HALSTON rolls up onto his knees. He slides the doors 
open wider and crawls out onto the Italian marble, his 


pain between his legs still excruciating. He draws his 
gune 5 
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He catches a glimpse of the cat's tail disappearing into 
another room across the way. He struggles to articulate 
words, his lips pulled back tightly over. teeth clenched 
in agony. 


HALSTON (contd) 
You're done for, you fuck. The 
rest of your nine lives are goin! 
in one lump gum. 


INT: LIBRARY - NIGHT f as 
CLOSE ON ~ A BLACK AND WHITE ADMIRAL TV FROM THE FORTIES 
The Johnny Carson Shew is on. 

On the floor, in the glow from the TV, sits a bowl of milk. 


HALSTON, slugging from another glass of whiskey, is sitting 
in a high-backed chair with his .44 cocked and ready in his 
hand. 


HALSTON 
I can out-wait you, you little 
shit. Sooner or later you'll 
come out ... and I'll nail ya. 
You don't have a prayer. I have 
never blewn a hit once I took it 
on, kitty~cat. This is gonna be 
the end of you. 


Ye sees it and freezes, On the floor, stealthing through 
the shadows, moving toward the bowl of milk ... the cat. 


HALSTON aims the magnum. The barrel pans with the 
Silently slinking target, the gun-sights lined up on 
the animal's front shoulders. 


The cat reaches the bowl, bends its head down to sniff at 
the milk. HALSTON smiles and squeezes bis trigger. 
BARRROQCOCOCOM! The big cannon spits lead EREK 
The television gets hit by gunfire. BEER 
The cat just looks up, those 
wierd eyes boring through the darkness, boring through 
HALSTON, touching his soul with icy fear. His mouth 
falls apen. HALSTON enters the SITTING ROOM. pre 


HALSTON {contd} 
That's impossible! Fuckin' 
impossible! I had a dead bead 
ON YOU see 


‘The cat bolts. HALSTON fires again. BARRROOOOOOCOM! 
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A big chunk of mahogany furniture flies where the power- 
house bullet hits. Another shot ... BARRRROOOOOOOM! ... 
The TV explodes. 


The cat runs right toward HALSTON. He fires again. 
BARRROOOOOOOM! Another miss? The cat leaps. It scratches 
up and over the hit-man, just as it did earlier in the 
sitting room. 


HALSTON turns in his chair, SCREAMING, bleeding profusely 
from his right eye. The cat is on its way out of the 
room. HALSTON fires shots wildly. BARRRROOQOOQQOOM! 
BARRRROOCOOOOOM! BARRRROOOCOOOM! 


A Ming vase shatters into a million pieces. A huge chunk 
flies out of the baseboard near the door. The cat escapes. 


HALSTON leaps out of his chair and charges after the 
animal. 


117. INT: FOYER - NIGHT FARR 


HALSTON lunges out into the foyer looking mean and angry 
, as a wounded grizzly. He glances up and down the giant 
} hall. He sees no movement. 


Suddenly, from just over his shoulder, very nearby, a 
startling SOUND. 

BONG! HALSTON spins and opens fire. He plants three or 
four shells in DROGAN's grandfather clock before he even 
realizes what he's done. Glass shatters, wood chips fly 
and the clock face breaks apart, springs and gear-works 
popping out. 


HALSTON sees that the hands are both upright, pointing at 
the twelve, and on the little picture-disc just above the 
hands, a man-in-the-moon is holding a fringed banner across 


a starry sky. On that banner, in goldleaf script, is the 
word MIDNIGHT. 


SQUEEEEE-KA~TLUNG! The wounded clock is still trying to 
ring, still trying to chime the witching hour, but its 
broken parts only SQUEAK and EOING and CLICK. 


Perched on top of the clock is the cat. HALSTON sees it. 


He lifts his gun and pulls the trigger ... Oh oh ... no 
more ammo. 


$ HALSTON SCREAMS with frustration, and at that moment the 
cat leaps at his mouth with malign, murderous intent, its 
ears flat back, its eyes filled with lunatic hate soe 
and glee. 


a 
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It rams into HALSTON's mouth, a fury projectile. He gags 
on it. His stomach recoils and he starts to vomit. He 
begins to choke. 


A terrible thick GURGLING SOUND comes from the man's 
throat, which is swelling and rippling as the cat forces 
itself down, inexorably down into his windpipe. 


HALSTON falls to the floor, his hands grabbing for the 
cat. Horror rushes through his darkening mind when all 
he can feel is ... its tail. The rest is inside hin, 
clawing and biting. His fists tighten around that tail 
and he tries to pull, but the cat is in much too deep. 


Blood comes in a fountain. His body twitches. His eyes 
sheen over and his tight fists relax. He lies on the 
Italian marble, dead. Protruding from his open mouth 
is two inches of bushy tail, half black, half white. 


It disappears. 
INTs DROGAN'S MANSION - MORNING 


The front door opens and old man DROGAN motors in over 
the specially ramped threshold. In the background WE CAN 
SEE 4 taxicab parked in the portico, its DRIVER apparently 
paid to wait. 


DROGAN flings the front door shut behind him and - l 
immediately he sees the corpse, lying flat on its back, 
at the far end of the giant hall. He pushes a button 
and his chair speeds over the smooth Italian marble, 
BUZZING like a fly. 


The old man knows whose corpse it is, of course, and he 
knows who ... or rather what ... did the killing. But 
he motors in very close, madness and morbid curiosity 
pulling him. The front wheels of his chair stop mere 
inches from the late HR. HALSTON's shoulder. DROGAN 
looks down into the hit~-man's petrified face, locked 
forever in a silent scream. 


DROGAN 
No! wnoooaoces! 


SQUEEEEE-KA~TLUNG! The grandfather clock is trying to 
chime again. It CLICKS and CLATTERS. There are STRAINING 
MOTOR NOISES. A spring BOINGS as it pops out through a 
crack near the upright hands. The clock's face is frozen 
like HALSTON's face ... it still reads ... Midnight! 


DRCGAN (contd) 
BUT ... IT'S NOT ... IT'S NOT 
MIDNIGHT. IT'S NOT MIDNIGHT, 
{MORE) 
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DROGAN (contd} 
I TELL YOU! THIS IS WRONG! 
THERE'S BEEN A MISTAKE! 


On the flcor, HALSTON's shirt is rippling just above his 
brass belt buckle, rippling and bulging. Splotches of 
blood begin to bloom there like sinister roses. DROGAN 
watches, terror clutching at the inside of his throat. 

He gropes for his Tri-Dormal-G, but he fumbles the bottle 
when he pops the lid open. It falls and pills scatter 
every which way over the marble floor. 


HALSTON's shirt tears open where it's been softened by 
the blood. Buttons pop off and join the pills on the 
flcor. A ragged hole is being clawed through the shirt, 
through the flesh beneath, just above HALSTON's navel. 


DRCGAN begins to gag on the fluids in his esophagus. His 
face puffs out and reddens four shades. His eyes bulge. 
His hands flutter up to his throat, weak, trembling 
fingers clawing. 


Poking cut of the ragged hele in the hit-man's stomach 
is the fore-streaked biack and white face of the cat, its 
eyes huge and glaring. 


. DROCGAN (contd) 
THERE'S BEEN A MISTAKE! THERE'S 
ee. BEEN ... AAAAAARRRGGGH! 


The old man tosples out of his chair, dead before he hits 
the marble. 


The cat forces its body all the way out of the stomach 
hole. It stretches in obscene languor. Then it leaps 
upward. It lands on top cf the clock. It's a bloody mess. 
It begins to lick itself clean, SQUEEZEE-KA-TLUNG goes 
the clock ... then silence. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT. BETTY'S KITCHEN -DAY 
A LOUD BUZZER GOES OFF. 


ECU A TIMER CLOCK going off on the kitchen counter. BETTY'S 
HANDS REACH IN to turn it off. 


BETTY 
My goodness. You really did keep the 
best one for last, didn't you? 


TIMMY 


(gulping) 
Last? 


Betty goes to the counter and retrieves a LARGE STAINLESS STEEL 
BOWL and puts it on the cart with her other “tools”. 


TIMMY 
What's that for? 


BETTY 
To catch the blood. 


R TIMMY 
‘Uh, wait! There's one more story. 


She begins rolling the cart towards Timmy's cell. 


BETTY 
That's a shame. 


TIMMY 
7 A shame? 


; BETTY 
We don't have time for another 
story. 


Timmy grabs the Darkside book and begins flipping the pages 
frantically. 


TIMMY 
But I saved the really, really best 
story for last. 


Betty keeps rolling toward Timmy. Her eyes are gleaming and her 
smile is kind of weird. 


BETTY 
Well, you should have told me the 
“really, really best" one before, 
because it's too late now. 


Timmy starts backing away from the cell bars. 
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TIMMY 
But....it's the best one of 
all...because it has a happy ending 
..a really happy ending. 


Suddenly Timmy bangs up against the wall and drops the book. He 
didn't realize he was so close. 


BETTY 
None of the stories in that book 
have a happy ending, dear. 


Betty retrieves a large key ring from her apron. Timmy jerks at 
his tether, but it's fruitless. 


TIMMY 
But you've got to hear this story. 
It's about this kid. His name is 
Timmy... 


BETTY 
That's nice dear. 


) She inserts one of the keys in the lock of the cell door. Timmy 
starts rattling out his story at breakneck speed. 


TIMMY 
See Timmy's older brother had this 
stupid paper route, and one day when 
his brother got sick Timmy had to go 
around and do the collecting, and he 
went to this house, and he rang the 
bell, and the lady who answered the 
door said “Come on in,” so he went 
inside and... 


BETTY 
I don't remember this story. 


The cell door opens with a loud KERCHUNK! She moves into Timmy's 


cell carrying the keys in one hand and a frighteningly long 
knife in the other. 


TIMMY 

Honest to God, it was in there.... 

but when Timmy went inside, the lady 

tricked him and threw him in her 

pantry, and she made him eat cookies 

all day long ‘cause she wanted him 
) to get fat ‘cause she was gonna kill 

him and cook him and eat him. 


BETTY 
This is your story. And you can stop 
telling it because we both know how 
{cont.) 


eee 
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BETTY (cont. ) 
it comes out. 


TIMMY 
But you don't, ‘cause it’s got a 
surprise ending. 


BETTY 
Oh really? 


TIMMY 
Yeah. See....uh....uh....Timmy had 
these marbles in his pocket. 


C.U. Timmy's hands frantically trying to reach into his pants 
pocket. 


TIMMY 
They were all shiny and....slippery. 


He finally gets hold of them and pulls them out. They gleam. 
(vo) 


And when he dropped them on the 
froot. 


3 TIMMY 


He drops them on the floor. 


TIMMY 
... She didn't see where they went... 


BETTY MOVES IN ON TIMMY. 


C.U. BETTY'S FEET as she walks toward Timmy. Her foot comes down 
right on top of the marbles. 


TIMMY 
(vo) 
.. and she slipped...and lost her 
balance... 


BETTY'S FEET SLIDE OUT FROM UNDER HER. 
BETTY 


C.U. THE KEY RING. She drops it as she stumbles. 


) SHE LURCHES BACKWARD TOWARD THE BUTCHER-BLOCK CART unable to 
regain her balance on the marbles. 


As she collides with the cart, SHE ACCIDENTALLY STABS HERSELF 
with the knife. 
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BETTY 
YEEOOWWW ! | 
TIMMY 
..and Timmy saw his chance to 
escape..,.if..... 


C.U. BETTY'S KEYS ON THE FLOOR....JUST OUT OF REACH. 
TIMMY 
(vo) 
...he could just reach the keys. 


Meanwhile, Betty staggers into the kitchen. 


Timmy desperately tries to reach the keys. He strains and 
strains...until finally... 


HE GRABS THEM. He unlocks the tether as fast as he can. 
TIMMY 
And while the old lady stumbled 
around the room, Timmy finally 
unlocked his chains and raced out of 
there as fast as his feet could 
carry him. 


The lock gives way and Timmy races out of his cell. AS HE PASSES 
BETTY HE GIVES HER A QUICK SHOVE OUT OF HIS WAY. 


BETTY FALLS FORWARD ONTO THAT OVEN BASTING-PAN! 
THE PAN ROLLS BACK INTO THE OVEN AUTOMATICALLY. 


BETTY 
NOOCOO0O! STOOPPPP! HEEEELLPP | 


But it's too late. From a variety of angles, BETTY CAN BE SEEN 
SLOWLY BUT SURELY BEING SWALLOWED UP by her own oven. 


The oven doors slam shut behind her. 


TIMMY STOPS SUDDENLY by the door to the outside and LOOKS 
STRAIGHT INTO CAMERA, 


TIMMY 
Don't you just love happy endings? 


@ He disappears out the door. 
120. 


EXT. BETTY'S HOUSE - EVENING (OPTIONAL) 


WIDE SHOT as Timmy comes racing out the door and hops on: his 
bike which is leaning by the garage. He pedals furiously down 
the drive and... 


———— i ye SS 
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AS CAMERA MOVES UP AND OFF BETTY'S HOUSE, TIMMY PEDALS OFF DOWN 
THE PLEASANT MIDDLE CLASS STREETS and vanishes around a corner. 


THE END 


